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THE WAY THE WORLD GOES, OR
THE VISION OF BABOUC.

(1746.)

CHAPTER I.

A MONG the genii who preside over the empires of the
•^*- worldMthuneT holds one of the first places, and has

the province of Upper Asia. He came down one morning,

entered the dwelling of Babouc, a Scythian who lived on

the banks of the Oxus, and addressed him thus :

" Babouc, the follies and disorders of the Persian* have

drawn down upon them our wrath. An assembly of the

genii of Upper Asia was held yesterday to consider whether

Persepolis should be punished or utterly destroyed. Go
thither, and make full investigation ; on thy return inform

me faithfully of all, and I will decide according to thy

report either to chastise the city or to root it out."

" But, my lord," said Babouc humbly, " I have never

been in Persia, and know no one there."

" So much the better," said the angel, " thou wilt bo the

more impartial. Heaven has given thee discernment, and

I add the gift of winning confidence. Go, look, listen,

observe, and fear nothing; thou shalt be well received

everywhere."

Bal)Ouc mounted his camel, and set out with his ser-

vants. After some days, on approaching the plain.s of
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Sennah, he fell in with the Persian army, which was going

to fight with the army of India/ He first accosted a

soldier whom he found at a distance from the camp, and

asked him what was the cause of the war.

" By all the gods," said the soldier, " I know nothing

about it ; it is no business of mine ; my trade is to kill and be

killed to get a living. It makes no odds to me whom I

serve. I have a great mind to pass over to-morrow into the

Indian camp, for I hear that they are giving their men half

a copper drachma a day more than we get in this cursed

service of Persia. If you want to know why we are fighting,

speak to my captain."

Babouc gave the soldier a small present, and entered the

camj>. He soon made the captain's acquaintance, and

asked him the cause of the war.

"How should I know ? " said he ;
" such gi-and matters

are no concern of mine. I live two hundred leagues away

from Persepolis ; I hear it said that war has been declared; I

iinmediately forsake my family, and go, according to our

custom, to make my fortune or to die, since I have nothing

else to do."

" But surely," said Babouc, " your comrades are a little

better informed than yourself? "

" No," rejilied the officer, " hardly anybody except our

chief satraps has any very clear notion why we are cutting

each (jther's throats."

Babouc, astonished at this, introduced himself to the

generals, and they were soon on intimate terms. At last

one <»f them said to him :

"The cause of ihis war, which has laid Asia waste for

the last twenty years, originally sprang out of a quarrel

between a eunuch belonging to one of the wives of the

' Allii.sion in here iiiailo to tliu wiir.s between England and
l'raiu;c



THE "WAY THE WORLD GOES. 5

^reat King of Persia, and a custom-house clerk in the ser-

vice of the great King of India. The matter in dispute

was a duty amounting to very nearly the thirtieth part of

a daric.^ The Indian and Persian prime ministers worthily

supported their masters* rights. The quarrel grew hot.

They sent into the field on both sides an army of a million

troops. This army has to be recruited every year with more

than 400,000 men. Massacres, conflagrations, ruin, and

devastation multiply; the whole world suffers, and their

fury still continues. Our own as well as the Indian prime

minister often protest thaF'lEey are acting solely for the

happiness of the human race ; and at each protestation

^me towns are always destroyed and some province

ravaged."

The next day, on a report being spread that peace was

about to be concluded, the Persian and Indian generals

hastened to give battle ; and a bloody one it was. Baltouc

saw all its mistakes and all its abominations ; he witnessed

stratagems carried on by the(chief satraps, who did all they

could to cause their commander to be defeated ; he saw

officers slain by their own troops ; he saw soldiers despatch-

ing their dying comrades in order to strip them of a few

blood-stained rags, torn and covered with mud. He entered

the hospitals to which they were carrying the wounded,

most of whom died through the inhuman negligence of

those very men whom the King of Persia paid handsomely

to relieve them.
" Are these creatures men," cried Babouc, " or wild

beasts ? Ah ! I see plainly that Persepolis will be de-

stroyed."

Occujiied with this thought, lie passed into the cam]>

of the Indians, and found there as favoural)le a recejitiou

as in tlitct of the Persians, just as he had been led to

' A coin aliout a ''iiim'a in viiluo.
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expect ; "but he beheld there all the same abuses that had

already filled him with horror.

r " Ah !
" said he to himself, " if the angel Ithuriel re-

/ solves to exterminate the Persians, then the angel of India

/ must desti'oy the Indians as well."^ Being afterwards more particularly informed of all that

went on in both camps, he was made acquainted with acts

of generosity, magnanimity, and humanity that moved him
with astonishment and delight.

" Unintelligible mortals! " he exclaimed, "how is it that

ye can combine so much meanness with so much greatness,

such virtues with such crimes ?
"

Meanwhile peace was" Tieclared. The commanders of

both armies, neither of whom had gained the victory, but

who had caused the blood of so many of their fellow-men

to flow, only to promote their own interests, began to solicit

rewards at their respective courts. The peace was extolled

in public proclamations, which announced nothing less than

the return of virtue and happiness to earth.

" God be praised !
" said Babouc, " Persepolis will be

the abode of purified innocence. It will not be destroyed,

as those rascally genii wished : let us hasten without delay

to this capital of Asia."

CHAPTER n.

/^N his arrival he entered that immense city by tlio

^-^ old approach, which was altogolhor barbarous, ai\d

offended the eye with its hideous want of taste.' All that

part of the city boro witness to the time at which it had
been built ; for, in spite of men's obstiuato stupidity in

' Allusion is luTi! inailc to a f|uait(;r of I'aris whic-li formerly

lioro tlie iiaiiio rjf tliu .siiimrl) of Saint Marccau,
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]>raisiug ancient at the expense of modern times, it must

he confessed that in every kind of art first attempts are

always rude.

Babouc mingled in a crowd of people composed of all

the dirtiest and ugliest of both sexes, who with a dull and

sullen air were pouring into a vast and dreary building.

From the constant hum of voices and the movements that

he remarked, from the money that some were giving to

others for the privilege of sitting down, he thought that

he was in a market where straw-bottomed chairs were on

sale ; but soon, when he observed several women drop

upon their knees, pretending to look fixedly before them,

but giving sidelong glances at the men, he became aware

that he was in a temple. Grating voices, harsh, disagree-

able, and out of tune, made the roof echo with ill-articu-

lated sounds, which produced much the same effect as the

braying of wild asses on the plains of the Pictavians,' when
they answer the summons of the cow-herd's horn. He shut

his ears; but he was yet more anxious to shut his eyes and
nose, when he saw work-men entering this temple with

crowbars and spades, who removed a large stone, and
threw up the earth to right and left, from which there

issued a most offensive smell. Then people came and laid

a dead body in the opening, and the stone was put back
above it,

" What !
" cried Babouc, " these folk ])nry their dead in

the same jJaces where they worship the Deity, and their

temples are paved with corpses ! I am no longer surprised

at those pestilential diseases which oft^n consume ^erse-

poliar' The air, taint<;d with the C4;)rruption of the dead
and by bo many of the living gathered an<i <rammed to-

gether in the same j)lace, is enough to poison the whole
earth. Oh, what an abominable city is this Persepolis

!

' The Pirtavi were tlie ancient inliaLitants xti the UKxlern

province of I'oitou.
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It would seem that tlie angels intend to destroy it in

order to raise up a fairer one on its site, and to fill it with

cleaner inhabitants, and such as can sing better. Provi-

dence)may be right after all; let us leave it to take its own
course."

CHAPTER III.

Ayr EANWHILE the sun had almost reached the middle
'^'-'- of its course. Babouc was to dine at the other end

of the town with a lady for whom he had letters from her

husband, an officer in the army. He first took several

turns in and about Persepolis, where he saw other temples

better built and more tastefully adorned, filled with a re-

fined congregation, and resounding with harmonious music.

He observed public fountains, which, badly placed though

they were, struck the eye by their beauty ; open spaces,

where the best kings who had governed Persia seemed to

breathe in bronze, and others where he heard the people

exclaiming :
" Wlien shall we see our beloved master

here ? " He admired the magnificent bridges that spanned

the river, the splendid and serviceable quays, the palaces

built on either side, and especially an immense mansion

where thousands of old soldiers, wounded in the hour of

victory, daily returned thanks to the God of armies.' At
last he entered the lady's house, where he had been invited

to dine with a select company. The rooms were elegant

and handsomely furnished, the dinner delicious, the lady

young, beautiful, clever, and charming, the company worthy

of their hostess ; and Bal)ouc kept saying to himself every

moment :
" Tlie angel Ithuriel must set the opinion of

the whole world at defiance, if he thinks of destroying a

city 'so delightful,"

' The Hotel ilea luvalides at Paris.
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CHAPTER IV.

A S time went on he perceived that the lady, -vvho had
•^^ begun by making tender inquiries after her husband,

was, towards the end of the repast, speaking more tenderly

stil^l to a young magian. He saw a magistrate who, in his

wife's presence, was bestowing the liveUest caresses upon a

widow ; and that indulgent widow kept one hand round

the magistrate's neck, while she stretched out the other to

a handsome young citizen whose modesty seemed equal to

his good looks. The magistrate's wife was the first to

leave the table, in order to entertain in an adjoining

chamber her spiritual director, who had been expected to

dine with them but arrived too late ; and the director, a

man of ready eloquence, addressed her in that chamber

with such vigour and unction, that the lady, when she

came back, had her eyes moist and her cheeks flushed, an

unsteady step, and a stammering utterance.

Then Babouc began to fear that the genius Ithuriel was

in the right. The gift that he possessed of winning confi-

dence let him into the secrets of his fair hostess that very

day ; she owned to him her partiality for the young magian,

I
and assured him that in all the houses at Persopolis he

' would find the same sort of behaviour as ho had witnessed

, in hers. Babouc came to the conclusion that such a society

could not long hold together ; that jealousy, discord, and

revenge were bound to make havoc in every household

;

that t<!ars and blood must be shed daily ; that the husl)aiid.s

would assuredly kill or bo killed by the lovers of their

wives; and, finally, tjiat Ithuriel^ would do well to destroy

immediately a city given up to continual dissensions.
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CHAPTEE V.

TTE was brooding over these doleful thoughts, when
-* *• there appeared at the door a man of grave counte-

nance, clad in a black cloak, who humbly entreated a word

with the young magistrate. The latter, without getting up

or even looking at him, gave him some papers with a

haughty and absent air, and then dismissed him. Babouc

asked who the man was. The mistress of the house said

to him in a low tone

:

" That is one of the ablest counsellors we have in this

city, and he has been studying the laws for fifty years.

The gentleman yonder, who is but twenty- five years of

age, and who was made a satrap of the law two days ago,

has employed him to draw up an abstract of a case on

which he has to pronounce judgment to-morrow, and which

he has not yet examined."
" Tliis young spark acts wisely," said Babouc, " in ask-

ing an old man's advice, but why is not that old man him-

self the judge ?
"

" You must be joking," was the reply ;
" those who have

grown old in toilsome and inferior employments never

attain positions of groat dignity. This young man enjoys

a high office because his father is rich, and because the

right of administering justice is bought and sold here like

a farm."
" unliappy city, to have such customs !

" cried Babouc

;

" that is the coping-stone of confu8it)u. Doubtless those

who liave jturchased the riglit of dispensing justice sell

their ju<lgments ; I seo notlilng here but unfathomable

(leptliH i)f iiil(|uity."

As he thus tt'stifu'd his sorrow and surjirise, a young
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warrior, who had that very day returned from the cam-

paign, addressed him in the following terms :

" Why should you object to judicial appointments being

made matter of purchase? I have myself paid a good

price for the right of facing death at the head of two thou-

sand men under my command ; it has cost me forty

thousand gold darics this year to lie on the bare ground

in a red coat for thirty nights together, and to be twice

wounded by an arrow pretty severely, of which I still feel

the smart. If I ruin myself to serve the Persian emperor
whom I have never seen, this gentleman who represents the

majesty of the law may well pay something to have the

pleasure of giving audience to suitors."

Babouc in his indignation could not refrain from con-

demning in his heart a country where the highest oflBces of

peace and war were put up to auction ; he hastily concluded^

that there must be among such people a total ignorance of \

legal and military affairs, and that even if Ithuriel should /

1

spare them, they would be destroyed by their own detest---^

able institutions.

His bad of)iuion was further confirmed by the arrival of

a fat man, who, after giving a familiar nod to all the com-

pany, approached the young officer, and said to him

:

" I can only lend you fifty thousand gold darics ; for to

tell you the truth, the imperial taxes have not brought me
in more than three himdred thousand this year."

Babouc inquired who this man might be who complained

of getting so little, and was informed that there were in

Persepolis forty ploboiau kings, ^ who held the Persian O
empire on lease, aud paid the monarch something out of ,

what they made.

' The earlier editions have " seventy-two." Tlie nuni])er cl

fni iiicrH-general of tlic taxes in Frunce dilFered at dillVit'iit timcb.
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CHAPTEE VI.

A FTER dinner he went into one of the grandest temples

in the city, and seated himself in the midst of a crowd

of men and women who had come there to pass away the

time. A magian appeared in a structure raised above their

heads, and spoke for a long time about virtue and vice.

This magian divided under several heads what had no

need of division ; he proved methodically what was per-

fectly clear, and taught what everybody knew already. He
coolly worked himself into a passion, and went away per-

spiring and out of breath. Then all the congregation awoke,

and thought that they had been listening to an edifying

discourse. Babouc said

:

" There is a man who has done his best to weary two or

three hundred of his fellow-citizens ; but his intention was

good, there is no reason in that for destroying Persepolis."

On leaving this assembly, he was taken to witness a

public entertainment, which was exhibited every day in

the year. It was held in a sort of hall, at the further end

of which appeared a ]>alace. The fairest part of the female

population of Persepolis and the most illustrious satraps,

seated in orderly ranks, formed a spectacle so brilliant that

Babouc imagined at first that there was nothing more to

]>e seen. Two or three persons, who seemed to be kings

and queens, soon showed tliemselves at the entrance of the

palacu ; their language was very different from that of the

I)eople ; it was measured, harmonious, and sublime. No
one slept, but all listened in j^rofound silence, which was

only iuterr>ij)t«'d liy expressions of feeling and admiration

on the i>art of tlie audience. The duty of kings, the love

of virtue, and the dangerous nature of the passions were
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set fortli in terms so lively and touching that Babouc shed

tears. He had no doubt that those heroes and heroines,

those kings and queens whom he had just heard, were the

preachers of the empire. He even proposed to himself to

persuade Ithuriel to come and hear them, quite convinced

that such a spectacle would reconcile him for ever to the

city.

As soon as the entertainment was over, he was anxious

to see the principal queen, who had delivered such pure

and noble sentiments of morality in that beautiful palace.

He procured an introduction to her majesty, and was led

up a narrow staircase to the second storey, and ushered

into a badly furnished apartment, where he found a

woman meanly clad, who said to him with a noble and

pathetic air

:

"This calling of mine does not afford me enough to

live upon ; one of the princes whom you saw has got me
into the family way, and I shall soon be brought to bed

;

I am in want of money, and one cannot lie in without

tliat."

Babouc gave her a hundred gold darics, saying to

himself:

"If there were nothing worse than this in the city, I

think Ithuriel would be wrong in being so angry."

After that ho went, under the escort of an intelligent

man with whom he had become acquainted, to pass the

evening in the shops of those who dealt in objects of

useless ostentation. He bought whatever took his fancy,

and everything was sold liim in the most polite manner at

far more than it was worth. His friend, on their return

to his house, explained to him how he had been cheated,

and Babouc made a note of the tradesman's name, in order

tv) l\ave him specially marked out by Ithuriel on the day

I when the eity sliouUl be visited with punishment. As he

was writing, a knock was heard at the door; it was the
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shopkeeper himseK come to restore his purse, which

Babouc had left by mistake on his counter.

" How comes it to pass," cried Babouc, " that you can

be so honest and generous, after having had the face to

sell me a lot of trumpery for four times as much as it is

worth?"
" There is no merchant of any note in this city,"

answered the shopkeeper, " who would not have brought

you back your purse ; but whoever told you that you paid

four times its proper value for what you bought from me,

has grossly deceived you ; my profit was ten times as much
;

and so true is this, that if you wish to sell the articles

again in a month's time, you will not get even that tenth

part. But nothing is fairer; it is men's passing fancy

which settles the price of such gewgaws ; it is that fancy

which affords a livehhood to the hundred workmen whom
I employ ; it is that which provides me with a fine house,

a comfortable carriage, and horses ; it is that which

stimulates industry, and promotes taste, traffic, and plenty.

I sell the same trifles to neighbouring nations at a much
dearer rate than to you, and in that way I am useful to

my country."

Babouc, after a moment's reflection, scratched the man's

name out of his pocket-book.

" For after all," said he, " the arts that minister to

luxury multi]>ly and flourish in a country only when all

the necessary arts are also ])ractised, and the nation is

numerous and wealthy. Itliuriol seems to me a little too

severe."
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CHAPTER VII.

T) ABOUC, much puzzled as to what opinion he ought

to have of Persepolis, determined to visit the magi

and men of letters ; for, inasmuch as the former devote

themselves to religion and the latter to wisdom, he had

great hopes that they would obtain pardon for the rest of

the people. So next morning he repaired to a college of

the magi. The archimandrite acknowledged that he had

an income of a hundred thousand crowns for having taken

a vow of poverty, and that he exercised a very extensive

dominion in virtue of his profession of humihty ; after

which he left Babouc in the hands of a brother of low

degree, who did the honours of the place.

Whilst this brother was showing him all the magnifi-

cence of that home of penitence, a rumour spread that he

was come to reform all those religious houses. He im-

mediately began to receive memorials from each of them,

all of which were substantially to this effect :
" Preserve

us, and destroy all the others."

To judge by the arguments that were used in self-defence,

these societies were all absolutely necessary ; if their mutual

accusations were to be believed, they all alike deserved ex-

tinction. He marvelled how there was not one of them

but wished to govern £Ke~whole world in order to enlighten

it. Then a little fellow, who was a demi-magian, came

forward and said to him :

" I see clearly that the work is going to be accomplished

;

for\Zerdu8^>>has returned to earth ; little girls pro]>hesy,

getting themselves pinched in front and wliipj)ed beliind.

It is evident Miat tlie world w coming to an end ; could

you not, before tlie final catastrophe, protect us from the

grand lama?"
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" Wtat nonsense!" said Baboiic. "From the grand

lama ? From the pontiff-king who resides in Thibet ?
"

" Yes," said the little demi-magian, with a decided air

;

" against him, and none else."

•* Then you wage war on him, and have armies ? " asked

Babouc.

"No," said the other, "but we have written three or four

thousand books against him, that nobody reads, and as

many pamphlets, which are read by women at our direc-

tion/ He has hardly ever heard us spoken of, he has only

pronounced sentence against us, as a master might order

the trees in his garden to be cleared of caterpillars."

' Babouc shuddered at the folly of those men who made a

profession of wisdom ; the intrigues of those who had re-

nounced the world; the ambition, greed, aad pride of those

who taught humility and unselfishness ; and he came to the

conclusion that Ithuriel had very good reason for destroying

the whole brood.

CHAPTER Vm.

/^N his return to his lodging, he sc -it for some new books
^-^ in order to soothe his indigna,tion ; and he invited

some literary men to dinner for the sake of cheerful society.

Twice as many came as he had asked, hke was])s attracted

by honey. These parasites were as eager to sjjcak as they

were to eat ; two classes of persons were the objects of_tlifiir

praise, the dead and their own selves,—never their contem-

' Satire is here aimed at tlie stamlinj,' quarri'l of the Jansenists

witli the pope, tlicir roiitrovorsial works, ami tlie nuns of Port

lioyal. The fanatical e.\lrava;,'aiice and claim t^) i>ro]>Iietic powers

of tiieir later diHcipies, the " convukionnaires " of 1730, etc., are

alMo turned into ridicule.
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] ' >raries, the master of the house excepted. K one of them
happened to make a clever remark, the countenances of all

tlie others fell, and they gnawed their lips for vexation

that it was not they who had said it. They did not disguise

tlirirreal feelings so much as the magi, because their ambi-

tiMii was not pitched so high. There wa§ not one of them
hut wag soliciting some petty post or another, and_at
I h.' same time wishing to be thought a great man. They
said to each other's face the most insulting things, which

they took for flashes of wit. Having some knowledge of

Babouc's mission, one of them begged him in a whisper to

annihilate an author who had not praised him as much as J^ >^

he thought proper, five years ago ; another entreated the

ruin of a citizen for having never laughed at his comedies;

and a third desired the abolition of the Academy, because

he himself had never succeeded in gaining admission.

When the meal Avas finished, each went out by himself, for

in all the company there were not two men who could

endure or even speak a civil word to each other, outside

the houses of those rich patrons who invited them to their

ta])le. Babouc deemed that it would be no great loss if

all that breed of vermin were to perish in the general

destruction.

CHAPTER IX.

A S soon as he was rid of them, ho began to read some of

the new books, and recognized in tlieni the same

temper as liis guests had shown. He saw with special

indignation those gazettes of slander, those records of bad

taste, which are dictated by envy, baseness, and abject

poverty
; those cowardly satires in which the vulture is

treated with respect while the dove is torn to pieces; and

c
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those novels, destitute of imagination, in which are dis-

played so many portraits of women with whom the author

is totally unacquainted.

He threw all those detestable writings into the fire, and
went out to take an evening stroll. He was introduced to

an old scholar who had not made one of his late company
of parasites ; for he always avoided the crowd. Knowing
men well, he made good use of his knowledge, and was
careful to whom he gave his confidence. Babouc spoke to

him with indignation of what he had read and what he had

seen. ^
:

-
, ,

" You have been reading poor contemptible stuff," said

the learned sage; "but at all times, in all countries, and in

every walk of life, the bad swarm and the good are rare.

You have entertained the mere scum of pedantry, for in all

professions alike those who least deserve to appear always

obtrude themselves with most effrontery. The men of real

wisdom live a quiet and retired life ; there are still among
us some men and books worthy of your attention."

While he was speaking thus another man of letters

joined them ; and their conversation was so agreeable and

instructive, so superior to prejudice and conformable to

virtue, that Babouc confessed he had never heard anything

like it Ixjfore.

" Here are men," he said to himself, " whom the angel

Ithuriel will not dare to touch, or he will be ruthless

indeed."

Heconciled as he now was to the men of letters, Babouc
was still enraged with the rest of the nation.

" You are a wtranger," said the jiidicious |)er8on who
was talking to liim ; "abuses present themselves to your

eyei in a niuMH, and the good which is concealed, and whitli

I
RometinieH springs out of these very abuses, escajH.'s your

obHervation."

Then ho learne.l Ihiit umong the men of literature there
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were some who were free from envy, and that even among
the magi virtuous men were to be found. He understood

at last that these great societies, which seemed by their

mutual collisions to be bringing about their common ruin,

were in the main beneficial institutions ; that each com-

munity of magi was a check upon its rivals ; that if they

differed in some matters of opinion, they all taught the

same principles of morality, instructed the people, and

lived in obedience to the laws ; like tutors who watch over

the son of the house, while the master watches over them.

Becoming acquainted with several of these magi, he^saw

souls of heavenly disposition. He found that even among
the simpletons who aspired to make war on the grand

lama there had been some very great men. He began to

suspect that the character of the people of Persepolis

might be like their buildings, some of which had seemed

to him deplorably bad, while others had ravished him with

admiration.

CHAPTER X.

O AID Babouc to his literary friend:

^^ "I see clearly enough that these magi, whom I

thought so dangerous, are in reality very useful, especially

when a wise government prevents them from making
themselTcs too indispensable. But you will at least ac-

knowledge that your young magistrates, who buy a seat on

the bench as soon as they have learned to mount a horse, must
needs display in your courts of law the most ridiculous in-

lOmpeTi^fice and the most perverse injustice ; it would un-

doubtedly be better to give these appointments gratuitously

to those old lawyers who have passed all their lives ui

weighing conflicting arguments."
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The man of letters made reply

:

" You saw our army before your arrival at Persepolis
;
you

know that our yoiuig officers fight very well, although they

have purchased their commissions ;
perhaps you will find that

our young magistrates do not pronounce wrong judgments,

in spite of having paid for the positions they occupy."

He took Babouc the next day to the High Court of

Judicature, where an important decision was to be de-

livered. The case was one that excited universal interest.

All the old advocates who spoke about it were uncertain in

their opinions ; they quoted a hundi'ed laws, not one of

which had any essential bearing upon the question ; they

regarded the matter from a hundred points of view, none
of whicli presented it in its true light. The judges were

(juicker in giving their decision than the advocates in rais-

ing doubts; their judgment was almost nuanimous ; and
their sentence was just, because they followed the light of

reason, whereas the others went astray in their opinions,

because they had only consulted their books.

Babouc came to the conclusion that abuses often entail

very good results. He had an opportunity of seeing that

very day how the riches of the farmers of the revenue,

which liad given him so much offence, might produce an

excellent effect, for the emperor, being in want of money,

obtained in an hour by their means a sum that he would
not have I)eon able to procure in six montlis tlirough the

ordinary channels; he saw lli.at those big clonds, swollen

with the dt'ws of earth, restored to it in rain all that they

received from it. Moreover, the children of those self-

ma^le men, often better educated than tliose of the most
iinncnt fivmilieH, wnv KonnMimi's of much greater value to

their CMtintry ; for there is notliing to hinder a man from
.naking a gofxl judge, a brave soldier, or a clever states-

man, in the circunisfancc of his having had a good accoun-

tant for his father.
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CHAPTER XI.

T)Y degrees Babouc forgave the greed of the farmers of^ the revenue, who are^not in reality more greedy than

other men, and who are necessary to the welfare of the

state. He excused the folly of those who impoverished

themselves m^ order to be a judge or a soldier, a folly

which creates great magistrates and heroes. He pardoned

the envy displayed by the men of letters, among whom
were to be found men who enlightened the world ; he be-

came reconciled to the ambitious and intriguing magi,

among whom eminent virtues outweighed petty vices.

But there remained behind abundant matter of offence,

above all, the love affairs of the ladies ; and the ruin which

he felt sure must follow filled him with disquietude and

alarm.

As he wished to gain an insight into humanJife under

all conditions, he procured an introduction to iff^mnister of

state^ut on his way he was trembling all the time lest

some wife should be assassinated by her husband before

his eyes. On arriving at the statesman's house, he had to

wait two hours in the antechamber before he was announced,

and two hours more after that had been done. He fully

made up his miud during that interval to report to the

angel Itlniriol both the minister and his insolent lackeys.

The antechamber was filled with ladies of every degree,

with magi of all shades of opinion, with judges, tradesmen,

officers, and pedants; all found fault with the minister.

The misers and usurers said :
" That fellow plunders the

provinces, there's no doubt about it." The eaj)ricious re-

proached him with being eccentric. The libertines said :

•* He thinks of nothing but his pleasures." The factious
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flattered themselves that they should soon see him ruined

by a cabal. The women hoped that they might ere long

I have a younger minister.

Babouc heard their remarks, and could not help saying

:

" "What a fortunate man this is ! He has all his enemies

^ in his antechamber ; he crushes under his heel those who
envy him ; he sees those who detest him grovelling at his

, feet."

At last he was admitted, and saw a little old man stoop-

ing under the weight of years and business, but still brisk

and full of energy.'

He was pleased with Babouc, who thought him a worthy

man, and their conversation became interesting. The
minister confessed that he was very unhappy; that he

passed for rich, but was really poor ; that he was believed

to be all powerful, yet was being constantly thwarted; that

almost all his favours had been conferred on the un-

gi*ateful ; and that amid the continual labours of forty

years he had scarcely had a moment's peace. Babouc was

touched with compassion, and thought that if this man
had committed faults and the angel Ithuriel wished to

punish him, he had no need to destroy him ; it would be

enough to leave him where he was.

CHAPTER XII.

"\ 1 rillLE the minister and he were talking together, the

fair daiiit! witli wliom Babouc had dinod hastily

entered ; and in her eyeo and on her forehead were seen

Kymj)tom8 of vexation and anger. She burst out into re-

proacheH again.st the statesman ; kIic shed tears ; she coni-

' Tliix |ioi trait i-* tlhiiij^lit to lie iiitcmlcd for Cardinal Tli'tiry,
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plained bitterly that lier husband had been refused a post

to which his birth allowed him to aspire, and to which his

services and his wounds entitled him. She expressed herself

' forcibly, she made her complaints with so much grace,

lie overcame objections with such skill, and reinforced her

ari^uments with such eloquence, that ere she left the room
.she had made her husband's fortune.

Babouc held out his hand, and said:

"Is it possible, madam, that you can have given yourself

all this trouble for a man whom you do not love, and from

whom you have everything to fear ?
"

" A man whom I do not love! " she cried. " My hus-

band, let me tell you, is the best friend I have in the

world ; there is nothing that I would not sacrifice for him,

except my lover, and he would do anything for me, except

giving up his mistress. I should like you to know her

;

she is a charming woman, full of wit, and of an excellent

disposition ; we sup together this evening with my hus-

band and my little magian; come and share our enjoy-

ment."

The lady took Babouc home with her. The husband,

who had arrived at last, overwhelmed with grief, saw his

wife again with transports of delight and gratitude ; he

embraced by turns his wife, his mistress, the little magian,

and Babouc. Unity, cheerfulness, wit, and elegance were

the soul of the repast.

" Learn," said the fair dame at whose house he was

supping, *' that those who are sometimes called women
of no virtue have almost always merits as genuine as tliose

of the most honourable man ; and to convince VDnrsolf of

it come with me to-morrow aud dine with the fair Thooua.

There are some old vestals who pick her to piece, but she

does more good than all of them together. Slie would not

commit oven a triliiiigact of injustice to promote her own

intfit'sts, liowcver important ; the advice she gives her lover
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is always noble ; his glory is her sole concern ; he would

blush to face het- if he had neglected any occasion of doing

-good ; for a man can have no greater encouragement to vir-

tuous actions than to have for a witness and judge of his

conduct a mistress whose good opinion he is anxious to

deserve."

Babouc did not fail to keep the appointment. He saw

a house where all the pleasures reigned, with Theona at

their head, who knew how to speak in the language of each.

Her natural good sense put others at their ease; she made

herself agreeable without an effort, for she was as amiable

as she was generous, and, what enhanced the value of all

her good qualities, she was beautiful.

Babouc, Scythian though he was, and though a genius

had sent him on his mission, perceived that, if he stayed

any longer at Persepolis, he should forget Ithuriel for

Theona. He felt fond of a city whose inhabitants were

politt", good-humoured, and kind, however frivolous they

might be, greedy of scandal, and full of vanity. He feared

that the doom of Persepolis was sealed; he dreaded, too,

the report he would have to give.

This was the method he adopted for making that re-

])ort. He gave instructions to the best founder in the

city to cast a small image composed of all kinds of

metals, earth, and stones, alike the most precious and

the most worthless. He brought it to Ithuriel, and

said :

" Wilt tliou break this pretty little image, because it is

not all gold and diamonds? "

Ithuriel understood his meaning before the words were

• Hit «)f his mouth, and det^'rmined that he would not think

of puniHhing PerKcpolis, but would let the world go on in

its own way ;
" for," said he, *' if everytliing is not as it

hIiouM l>e, there is nothing intolerably bad." So Perse-

poliH waH allo\ve(l lo remain uiihunued, and Babouc was
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very far from uttering any complaint like Jonah, who was

angry because Nineveh was not destroyed. But when a

man has been three days in a whale's belly, lie is not so

good-tempered as after a visit to the opera or to the play,

or after having supped in good company.
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(1746.)





THE ONE-EYED PORTER.

(1746.)

'T'HE possession of two eyes does not confer upon us
* any advantage ; one of them serves to show us the

good things, and the other the evils of life. A large

number of people have acquired tho bad habit of shutting

tlie first eye, but very few shut the second : and that is

wliy there are so many people who would rather be

i)lind altogether than see all they have to see. Happy
the one-eyed who are only deprived of that evil eye

which spoils all that we look upon ! Of this Mesrour is

an instance.

Auylx>dy who was not blind could see that he had only

one eye. He was born like that ; but so contented was he

with his condition, that it had never occurred to him to

wish for another eye. It was not that the gifts of fortune

consoled him for the faults of nature, for he was nothing

l>etter than a street porter, and all his riches lay in his

shoulders; but he was happy, and showed how little an

eye the more or a hardship the less contributes to one's

felicity. A good appetite and the money wherewith to

satisfy it always came to him in a measure proportionate

to tho exertions he made ; he toiled all the morning, ate

and drank in the evening, slept at night, and regarded

each fresh day a.s an ind('|K>n«U'nt existence, so that care

for the future never disturbed his enjoyment of the
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j)resent. He was, as you see, at one and the same time

lilind of an eye. a porter, and a philosopher.

He happened one day to see a grand princess pass by

in a splendid carriage. She had one eye more than he

had, a circumstance that did not prevent him from ad-

miring her as extremely beautiful ; and as one-eyed people

do not diiier from other men except in such singularity,

he became desperately in love with her. Perhaps it

will be said that a one-eyed porter has no business to

fall in love, above all with a grand princess, and, what

is more, with a princess in possession of two eyes. I

admit that one in such a situation has good grounds

for distrusting his capacity to please; however, since

there can be no love without hope, and our porter was

in love, he had hope as well. As he was blessed with

more legs than eyes, and good legs too, he followed the

chariot of his goddess for the space of four leagues, as she

was borne along with great rapidity by six fine white

horses. The fashion at that time amongst the ladies was

to travel without a coachman or footmen, and to drive

their own carriage ; their husbands wished them to be

always alone, in order that they might make sure of their

virtue, a view which is directly opposed to the sentiment

of those moralists who say that there is no scope for virtue

ill solitude. Mesrour kept running beside the wheels,

turning his serviceable eye towards the lady, who was

surprised to see such agility in a one-eyed mau. Wliile he

was proving in this way that there is no fatigue too great

where love is concerned, a tawny monster, jiursued by

hunters, ran across the road and scared the liorses, which,

taking the bit b«*tween their tvetli, dashed with the carriage

and itH fair oc<;uj)iuit towards a j)recipice. Her newly

created lover, more alarmed even than herself, and she was

thorougljly t<'rrifit'(l, cut the traces with marvellous adroit-

ness ; the SIX white horses took iJio dangerous leaj> by
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themselves, and the lady, who was as white as they were,

escaped with nothing worse than a fright.

" Whoever you may be," she said, " I shall never forget

that it is to you I owe my life ; ask of me what ycu will",

all that I have is at your disposal."

" Ah," rephed Mesrour, " with far more rt-ason may I

offer you as much ; but my offering will, after all, be less

than yours, for I have only one eye, and you have two

;

but a single eye that looks at you is better than a pair of

them which has no such privilege."

The lady smiled, for compliments from a one-eyed man
are compliments in spite of that, and comphments always

elicit a smile.

" I would I had it in my power to give you another eye,"

she said ;
" but that is a present your mother only could

make you ; however, you shall be my escort."

So saying, she stepped down from the carriage, and con-

tinued her journey on foot ; her little dog did the same,

and walked beside her, barking at the queer figure \<w-

sented by her squii'e. I was wrong in calling him her

squire, for it was in vain that he offered her his arm, the

lady would by no means accept it, on the pretext that it

was too dirty
; you will soon see that she was made the

victim of her owu daintiness. She had very small feet,

and shoes still smaller, so that she was adapted neither by

nature nor art for a long journey on foot. Pretty feet are

some compensation for weak legs, when one passes one's

life on a sofa 8urT(>uu<led by a crowd of dandies ; but what

is the use of gold-embroidered slippers on a stony road,

where there is no one to .see them but a street porter with

only one eye r* Mi'linade (that was the lady's name, whieli

I had good reason for not mentioning iK'fore, Kn-ause it

has only just been invented) ])roceeded as well as sin-

could, execrating her shoemaker, tearing her slipper^,

cutting her feet, and sjiraining lier ankles at every ste]>.
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She had walked for about an hour and a half at the pace

to which fine ladies are accustomed, that is to saj, she had

gone about a quarter of a league,' when she fell on the

ground overcome with exhaustion. Mesrour, whose help

she had dechned while she was on her legs, hesitated to

offer it now for fear of soiling her with his touch, for he

knew well that he was not as clean as he might be, the

l.idy had given him to understand that pretty clearly, and

tlie comparison he had instituted on the way between him-

self and his mistress had shown it to him more plainly

still. She was wearing a dress of some light silvery

material, over which were scattered festoons of flowers,

which set off her graceful figure to advantage ; and, as

for him, he had on a brown smock-frock, stained in a

thousand places, full of holes, and patched in such a way
that the new pieces were beside the old holes, not over

1 hem, where they would have been more in place. He had

compared his sinewy and horny hands with two little

hands whiter and more delicate than lilies ; and, lastly, he

had seen the lovely flaxen locks of Mclinade gleaming from

underneath a light gauze veil, some of them gathered in

plaits, and some in ringlets, and he had nothing to put

beside them but a mop of frizzly black hair, without any

other adornment than a ragged handkerchief tied up as a

turljaii.

Meanwhile, Mc'linadc attemjtted to rise, but immediately

fell back, and so unwarily, that what she let Mesrour see

took away the little reason which the sight of her face had

left him. He forgot that he was a porter and had only

one eye, and he thought no more of the distance which

fortune had placed between the princess and himself ; he

scarcely rememl)ered even that he was a lover, for he

' The Frpncli league wa-* alxiiit Iwo ami a lialf Knglisli niilcs in

lon<'tli.
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lacked that delicacy which is said to be inseparable from
t^enuine love, and which sometimes constitutes its highest

charm, though more often it becomes only a nuisance. He
availed himself of those rights which his calUng of a

porter gave him to act hke a brute, and brutal he was
accordingly—and happy. The princess no doubt fainted,

or at least bewailed her lot ; but as she was just, she

assuredly blessed the kind fate which provides that everv

misfortune carries with it its own consolation.

Night had spread her veil over the horizon, and under
its shade concealed the genuine happiness of Mesrour.

and the pretended misery of Mclinade ; Mesrour taste«J

all the enjoyment of capable lovers, and he tasted it like a

street porter, that is to say (to the shame of humanity it

must be owned) in the most perfect manner. Each instant

Mclinade grew more feeble, and her lover more vigorous.

"Great Mahomet!" he said once, like a man trans-

ported with rapture, but not like a good christian ;
" tliere

is nothing wanting to my felicity but that it should be

shared by her who causes it. While I am in thy paradise,

divine pro])het, grant me one favour more, that I mav be

in the eyes of Mclinade all that she would be in mine, if

it were light !

"—lie ceased praying, and continued to

enjoy himself.

Aurora, always more exjM'ditious than lovers like, sur-

prised Mesrour and Mclinade in the position in whicli she

might have been caught herself a moment before with

Tithonns ; but what was Mcliuade's astonishment when,

on opening her eyes to the first rays of dawn, she saw
herself in a jdace of enchantment, with a young man of

noble stature, whose countenance resembled that star ol"

day whose return the earth was expecting ! He had rosv

cheeks and coral lips; his large eyes, tender and passionate,

at once exjiressed anil insjiired pleasure; his golden quiver,

adorned with jewels, hung from his shoulders, and its

I)
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arrows rattled at each movement that he made ; his long

hair, confined over his foi'ehead by a clasp of diamonds,

floated freelv down his back, and a transparent texture,

embroidered with peai'ls, served him for clothing without

concealing anj of the beauty of his person.

" Where am I, and who are you ?" exdaimed Mclinade

in the extremity of her surprise.

" You are," answered he, " with the poor wretch who
had the happiness of saving your life, and who has been

so well repaid for his trouble."

Mclinade, as pleased as she was astonished, only re-

gretted that Mesrour's transformation had not began

sooner. She approached a splendid palace which burst

upon her sight, and read this inscription on its gate :

" Withdraw, ye who are unworthy ; these doors will only

open to the master of the ring." Mesrour drew near in

his turn to read the same inscription ; but he saw other

characters, and read these words :
" Knock, and fear not."

He knocked, and immediately the doors flew open of

themselves with a loud noise. The two lovers entered a

vestibule of Parian marble, to the sound of a thousand

voices and a thousand instruments of music ; thence they

passed into a magnificent hall, where a delicious banquet

hatl been awaiting them for twelve hundred and fifty

years, without any of the dishes having yet grown cold;

they sat down to table, and a thousand slaves of exquisite

beauty attended upon each. The repast was enlivened

with songs and dances, and, when it was over, all the genii

<ain<', marshalled in perfect order into various groups, with

raiment as gorgeous as it was quaint, to take an oath of

fidelity to the master of the ring, and to kiss the sacred

finger on whit;h he wore it.

Now there was at Bagdad a very devout mussulman,

who, not Ix'ing abln to go and wash himself in the mosque,

lia<l wattT from the mos<iU(^ brought to him, by paying a
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small fee to the priest. He had just performed his

fiftieth ablution, to prepare himself for a fiftieth prayer,

when his maid-servant, a giddy young damsel with very

little sense of reverence, disencumbered herself of the holy

water by throwing it out of the window. It descended on

an unfortunate wretch who was sound asleep, propped up

against a mile-stone which served him for a bolster. He
awoke well drenched. It was poor Mesrour, who, return-

ing from his sojourn in the land of enchantment, had lost

Solomon's ring on his passage. He had doffed his grand

clothing, and resumed his blouse; his beautiful golden

quiver was changed into wooden hooks, and, to crown his

ill-luck, he had dropped one of his eyes on the way. Then

he recollected that he had drunk the night before a great

quantity of brandy, which had stupefied his senses and

heated his imagination. He had hitherto loved that liquor

from inclination ; he began to love it now from a feeling

of gratitude, and he gaily returned to his work, quite de-

termined to employ whatever money he might earn in

purchasing the means whereby he might recover his beloved

Me'linade. Any other man would have been disconsolate

at finding himself a low fellow with only one eye, after

having had such a handsome pair; at meeting with

nothing but disdain from the sluts who swept the palace

8tei)8, after having enjoyed the favours of a princess more

beautiful than tlie concubines of the caliph ; and at bcimr

at the beck and call of all the shopkeepers in Bagdad,

after having lorded it over all the genii ; but Mesrour had

not the eye which looks at things on the seamy side.
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T T is a maxim founded upon error that it is not allowable

1 to commit a small fault in order that a greater good

^av result. St. Augustme was decidedly of th- opmxon,

as i't is easy to see from his mention of that Ittle occui-

nce which'took place in his diocese, under the procon

sulship of Septimus Acmdynus, and which is related in

his work entitled "The City of God.'"

There lived at Hippo an old parish priest a great

founder of brotherhoods, and father-confessor to all the

vrng damsels in the neighbourhood ;
who had the reputa-

tion of being a man inspired by God, because he took upcni

himself to utter predictions, a vocation m which he

acquitted himself tolerably well.

One day a young girl was brought to h.m ^^^^^^
Sancta. th^e most beautiful in all the province. H- ^

^

and mother were Jaasenists. and t^^^v 1-1 brou.dit
^

r

^^^^^^^

in the strictest principles of virtue ;
and of all th

. 1
mn

that she had ha.l, not one had been able to cau.e h.r s..

. Tl.n .of.-ronro sl.onM have Loon to St. An,n,stine-s " Treatise

apoMtlM-S..nM..„..,.tl...Mounl"lli1..i..-lmi..
XV..).
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much as a moment's distraction in the midst of her devo-

tions. She had been for some time betrothed to a little

Avithered old man, whose name was Capito, a councillor in

the inferior court of justice at Hippo. He was a cross and

crabbed little man, not without some sense of humour, but

affected in his conversation, given to sneers, and fond of

ill-natured ridicule ; moreover, he was as jealous as a

Venetian, and would not for all the world have consented

to be on friendly terms with liis ^vife's lovers. The young

creature did all she could to love him, because he was to

be her husband ; she set herself to make the attempt with

all sincerity, and yet she scarcely succeeded.

She went then to consult her parish priest, to know if

her marriage would be happy. The good man told her in

the tone of a prophet

:

" My daughter, your virtue will cause you much un-

happiness, but you will be one day canonised for having

been three times unfaithful to your husband."

This oracle sorely astonished and perplexed the inno-

cent young maiden. She shed tears ; she asked for an

cxplanatiiiu, thinking that some mysterious meaning must

be concealed behiud those words; but all the explanation

that was vouchsafed her was that the three times were not

to be understood as three assignations with the same lover,

but as three different adventures.

Then Cosi-Saucta uttered loud cries ; she even made
some rude remarks to the old priest, and swore that she

would never be made a saint. She was made one, how-

ever, in spile of that, as you will soon see.

She was married not long afterwards, and the wedding

was a very grand one. She bore pretty well all the sly

Hpeeches that she had to encounter, all the coarse jokes,

and all the ill-disguised ril)aldry with which it is the

custcjm to embarrass ihf modesty of young brides. She

danced extremely gracefully with several well-made and
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handsome young fellows, on whom her husband scowled

with the most ferocious expression imaginable.

She lay down in bed beside little Capito with a certain

amount of repugnance. She passed a considerable portion

of the night in sleep, and awoke in a pensive frame of

mind. Her husband however was less the subject of her

meditation than a voung man named Eibaldos, who had

got into her head without her knowing anything about it.

This young man seemed as if fashioned by the hands of

Cupid ; he had the same winning airs, the same impudence

and roguish tricks. He was a little too forward perhaps,

but only with those ladies who liked it : he was the darling

of all Hippo. He had set all the women in the place at

variance one against another, and he. was at loggerheads

with all the mothers and husbands. His flirtations were

generally prompted by mere giddiness, not unmixed with

vanity ; but he loved Cosi-Sancta from genuine inclination,

and loved her all the more desperately the more difficult

it was to make a conquest of her.

He endeavoured in the first instance, like a sensible

man, to please the husband. He made a thousand

advances, complimented him on his good looks, and on his

genial and genercu-; temper ; he lost money to him at

play, and was always having some insignificant secret to

tell him in confidence. Cosi-Sancta found him as amiable

as could possibly be ; she loved him already more than she

imagined ; indeed, she had no suspicion of it, but ht-r

husliand liad instead. Although he was as self-conceited

as auy little man could be, he could not help doubting

wlx'ther the visits of Ribaldos were for his sake only. He
broke with him on some frivolous pretext, and forbade

him tx) enter his house again.

Cosi-Sancta was very sorry for this, but did not dare ti>

say so; and Ribaldos, becoming more amorous as his

ditliculties increased, passed all his lime in watching for
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opportunities of seeing her. He disguised himself as a

monk, as a dealer in old wardrobes, and as the exhibitor

of a puppet-show ; but, after all, he did not succeed well

enough to gain a triumph over his mistress, though too

well to escape being recognised by the husband. If Cosi-

Sancta had been of one mind with her lover, they might

have taken such precautions that her husband would not

have been able to suspect anything ; but as she resisted

her inclination, and did nothing for which she could re-

proach herself, she saved everything that concerned her

lionesty, except appearances ; and her husband believed

her guilty to the last degree.

The little fellow, who was very passionate, and who

fancied that his honour depended on his wife's fidelity,

abused her cruelly, and punished her because other people

could see her charms. She found herself in the most

horrible situation that a woman can be in,—unjustly

accused and ill-treated by a husband to whom she was

faithful, and tortured by a violent passion which she did

all she could to overcome.

She believed that if her lover ceased from pursuing her,

her husband might cease to be unjust, aud that she might

l)e happy enough to be cured of a love which there would

be nothing any longer to keep alive. Uuder this impres-

.sion she ventured to write the following letter to

Ribaldos

:

" If you have any goodness, cease to render me miser-

able ;
you love me, and your love exposes me to the

suspicions and violence of a master to whom I am l>ound

for the remainder of my life. Would that this were the

only risk I had to run ! For jnty's sake cease from pur-

suing me; I entreat you by that very love which con-

Klittites your unhai)pinf88 and my own, and winch can

never render you ljapj»y."

Poor Cosi-Sancta had never foreseen that a letU-T ao
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virtuous, though so tender, would produce an effect quite

contrary to what she hoped. It inflamed her lover's heart

more than ever, and he determined to risk his life in order

to obtain a sight of his mistress.

Capito, who was fool enough to want to be informed of

everything, and had trusty spies, was warned that Ribaldos

had disguised himself as a mendicant friar of the Carmehte

order to ask for charity from his wife. He thought that it

was all over with him now ; for he was of opinion that a

Carmelite's costume was far more dangerous than any

other for the honour of a husband. He placed people in

ambush to give friar Ribaldos a good drubbing ; and his

orders were only too well executed. The young man on

entering the house was received by these gentry ; it was in

vain that he cried out that he was an honest Carmelite, and

that poor friars should not be treated so ; he was beaten

unmercifully, and a fortnight afterwards died from a blow

which he received on his head. All the women in the city

shed tears over him, and Cosi-Sancta was inconsolable.

Capito himself was sorry, but for another reason, for he

found himself in a very unpleasant scrape.

Ribaldos was a kinsman of the proconsul Acindynus.

The representative of Rome wished to avenge the assassi-

nation in an exemplary manner ; and as he had previously

liad some disputes with the inferior coiirt of Hippo, he was

not sorry to have an excuse for hanging one of its council-

lors ; and he was particularly pleased that the lot should

fall on Capito, who was by far the vainest and most intoler-

able little pettifogger in the country.

Thus Cosi-Sancta had seen her lover assassinated, and

was near seeing her husband hanged, and all for liaving

been virtuous ; for, as I have already observed, if she had

granted her favours to Ribaldos, she would have found it

much more easy to deceive her husband.

And Bo you see how the first part of the priest's prediction
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was fulfilled. Cosi-Sancta then called to mind the oracle,

and greatly feared lest the rest of it might also be accom-

plished ; but having reflected that one cannot conquer

one's fate, she resigned herself to Providence, which led

her to her destination by ways the most honest in the

world.

The proconsul Acindynus was a man devoted to profli-

gacy rather than to pleasure, finding very little entertain-

ment in preliminary dalliance, frankly brutal, a regular

garrison hero, and much dreaded in the province, with

whom all the women in Hippo had had intrigues only to

escape his displeasure.

He sent for Madam Cosi-Sancta, and she arrived in tears,

but none the less charming for that.

" Tour husband, madam," he said, " is going to be

hanged, and it is only you who can save him."
" I would give my life for his," said the lady.

" That is not what is asked of you," replied the pro-

cousul.

" What then is to be done ? " said she.

" I only want you to pass one of your nights with me,"

answered the proconsul.

" They are not mine to dispose of," said Cosi-Sancta;
" they belong to my husband. I will shed my blood to

save him, but I cannot sacrifice my honour."

"But if your husband gives his consent?" urged the

j)roconsul.

*' He is my lord and master," answered the lady :
" every-

one may do what he pleases with his own property. But
I know my husl)and too well to think tliat he will do
anything of tlie sort; he is a little man quite capable of

letting himself b(> hanged sooner than allow anyone to

touch me with the tip of his finger."

" We shall see about that," said the magistrate in a rage.

Ho immediately caused the criminal to bo brought before
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him, and ofEered him his choice, either to be hanged or to

be horned ; there must be no hesitation. The little fellow,

notwithstanding, required some pressing. At last he did

what anybody else would have done in his place, and

his wife, out of charity, saved his life. This was the

first of the three times. The same day her son fell ill

of a most extraordinary disease, unknown to all the

physicians in Hippo. There was only one who had a

secret remedy for this disease, and he Hved at Aquila,

some leagues away from Hippo. At that time a physician

established at one town was forbidden to leave it in order

to go and practise his profession in another, so Cosi-Sancta

was obliged to go herself to his house at Aquila, with a

brother of hers to whom she was tenderly attached. On
her way she was stopped by brigands. The chief of these

worthies was not insensible to her charms, and, just as her

brother was about to be killed, he approached her, and said

that, if she would only be a little obliging, her brother's

life should be spared, and that it should cost him nothing.

The crisis was urgent ; she had just saved the life of a

husband for whom she had no great affection, she was

about to lose a brother whom she loved much ; moreover

her son's dangerous condition alarmed her, and there was

not a moment to be lost. So she commended herself to

the care of Heaven, and did all that was required of her.

This then was the second of the three times.

She arrived the same day at Aquila, and alighted at the

leech's house. He was one of those fashionable ])hysician8

whom women send for when tliey have the vapours, or

when they have nothing at all the matter with them. He
was the '"onlidant of some and the lover of others, a man of

agreeable and polite manners, not quite on the best terms

however with the Faculty, at whose expense he ha«l occa-

sionally niadt," some vt^ry good jokes.

Cosi-Sancta related the s}nnptoms of her son's disease,
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and offered him a high fee, a sum in fact that would amount
to more than a thousand crowns in French money.

" It is not in such coin as this, madam, that I desire to

be paid," said the gay physician ;
" I would myself offer

you all I possess, if you were disposed to take payment for

the cures you can effect ; heal me only of the malady from
which you make me suffer, and I will restore your son to

health."

The proposal seemed extravagant to the lady, but her

fate had accustomed her to queer proceedings. The phy-

sician was obstinate, and would take no other price for his

specific. Cosi-Sancta had not her husband with her to

consult ; but how could she let a son whom she idolised

die for the want of the smallest possible help that she could

give him ! She was as good a mother as she was sister

:

sTie bought the remedy at the required price. This was

the last of the three times.

She returned to Hi})po with her brother, who never ceased

thanking her during the journey for the courage with which

she had saved his life.

Thus Cosi-Sancta, who by being too scrupulous had been

the cause of her lover's destruction and her husband's con-

demnation to death, by her readiness to oblige preserved

the lives of her husband, her brother, and her son. Such

a woman was deemed a very desirable acquisition in a

family ; 8o she was canonised after her death for having

(li)n<' HO mtich good to her relations by mortifying her own
inclinations, and the following epitaph was engraved on her

tomb :

"A LITTLE UAKM FOIi A GREAT OOOD."
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/CERTIFICATE OF APPROVAL.—I, the undersigned,
^-' who liave succeeded in making myself pass for a man
of learning and even of wiL have read this manuscript,

and found it, in spite of myself, curious and amusing,

^moraj. and philosophical, and worthy even of pleasing those

who hate romances. So I have disparaged it, and assured

the cadi that it is an abominable work. / [i.^^

DEDICATORY Epistle of Zadig to the Sultana Sherah ,

BY Sad I.

The 10th (lay of the niontl) Sliawal,

in the year 837 of tlic He>,'ira.

Delight of the eyes, torment of the heart, and lamp of

the soul, I kiss not the dust of thy feet, because thou dost

scarcely ever walk, or only on Persian carpets or over rose

leaves. I present tln-e with the translation of n. lumk written

by an ancientssuje, to whom, being in the happy condition

of having nothing to do, there occurred the ha2>py thought

of amusing liirnself by writing the story of Zadig, a work

that iiieaus more than it seems to do. I beseech thee to

road it and form tliy judgment ou it; for altliougli thou

art in the springtime t>f life, and courted by pleasures i«f

every kind ; although thou art fair, and thy talents add to

£
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tliy beauty ; and although thou art loaded with praises

from morning to night, and so hast every right to he devoid

of common sense, yet thou hast a very sound intelligence

and a highly refined taste, and I have heard thee argue

better than any old dervish witli a long beard and pointed

cap. Thou art cautious yet not suspicious ; thou art gentle

without being weak ; thou art beneficent with due discrimi-

nation ; thou dost love thy fi'iends, and makest to thyself

no enemies. Thy wit never borrows its charm from the

shafts of slander ; thou dost neither say nor do evil, in

spite of abundant facilities if thou wert so inclined. Lastly,

thy soul has always appeared to me as spotless as thy

beauty. Thou hast even a small stock of philosophy, which

has led me to believe that thou wouldst take more interest

than any other of thy sex in this work of a wise man.

It was originally written in ancient Chaldee, which

neither thou nor I understand. It was translated into

Arabic for the entertainment of the famous Sultan Oulook,

about the time when the Arabs and Persians were begin-

ning to compose " The Thousand and One Nights," " The

Thousand and One Days," etc. Oulook preferred to read

•'Za<lig"; but the ladies of his harem liked the others

b.'tt.T.

" How can you prefer," said the wise Oulook, " senseless

stories that mean nothiug?"

"That is just why we are so fond of them," answered

tlie ladies.

I feel confident that thou wilt not resemble them, but

that thou wilt be a true Oulook; and I venture to hope

that when thou art weary of general conversation, which

is of much file same i-haraettT as " The Arabiuu Nights

Entertainment," except that it is less amusing, I may have

tlu! honour of talking to thee for a few minutes in a

ratioiiiil manner. If thou hadst been Thiilestris in the

time of Alexander, son of Pliili[', or if thou liadst been the



ZADIG, OR DESTIXY. 51

Queen of Sheba in the days of Solomon, those kings would

have travelled to thee, not thou to them.

I pray the heavenly powers that thy pleasures may be

unalloyed, thy beauty unfading, and thy happiness ever-

latating.

CHAPTER I.

THE MAN OF ONE EYE.

T N the time of King Moabdar there lived at Babylon a

young man named Zadig, who was bom with a good

disposition , which education had strengthened . Though
vj'oung and rich, he know how to restrain his passions ; lie

was free from all affectation, made no pretension to in-

fallibility himself, and knew how to respect the foibles of

others. People were astonished to see that, with all his

wit, he never turned his powers of raillery on the vague,

disconnected, and confused talk, the rash censures, the

ignorant judgments, the scurvy jests, and all that vain

babble of words which went by the name of conversation

at Bal^ylon. He hail h^amed in the first book of Zoroaster

that self-conceit is a bladder puffed up with wind, out of

which issue storms and tempests when it is pricked.

Above all, Zadig never prided himself on despising women,

nor boasted of hi.s couc^uests over Ihem. Generous as he

was, he had no fear of l)estowing kindness on the ungrate-

ful, therein following the noble maxim of Zoroaster : Wht n

ilinu eatest, give something to the dog/i, even though they ghouhl

bite thee. He was as ^isp as man can be, for he sought to

live with tli»! wise. InstriK ted in the sciences of the

ancient Chahleans, he was not ignorant of sueh princijiirs

of natural philosophy as were then known, and knew as
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mucli of metaphysics as has been known in any age, that

is to say, next to nothing. He was firmly persuaded that

the yjar_consists of 365 days and a quarter, in spite of the

latest philosophy of his time, atid that the sun is the

centre of our system : and when the leading magi told

him with contemptuous arrogance that he entertained

dangerous opinions, and that it was a proof of hostility to

the government to believe that the sim turned on its own
axis and that the year had twelve months, he held his

peace without showing either anger or disdain.

Zadig, with great riches, and consequently well provided

with friends, having health and good lookg^ a just and

well-disciplined mind, and a heart noble and sincere,

thought that be ini^^'ht^bc happy. Hejwas to be married

to _Semira , a lady whose beauty, birth, and fortune rendered

her the first match in Babylon. He felt for her a strong

and virtuous attachment, and_Semira in her turn loved

him passionately. They were close upon the happy moment
which was about to unite them, when, walking together

towards one of the gates of Babylon, under the palm trees

which adorned the banks of the Euphrates, they saw .a

])arty of men armed with swords and bows advancing in

their direction. They were the satellites of young Qrcan ,
;

th£_nephew of a minister of state, whom- his uncTfi'i^'-l

haugers-on hadeucouragod in ihe bt.'lief tliat he might do

what he liked with iiiipuuity. He hud noue of the graces

nor virtues of Zadig ; but, fancying he was worth a grei^t

•leal more, he was j)rovoked at not being preferred to him.

Tliis jealousy, which proceeded only from his vanity, made
him think that lie was desperately in love wifli fcjeinira,

and lie deterniiiied to carry her off. The ravishers seized

Iwr. and in llnir outrageous violence wounded her, sjiod-

<ling the hlood of one so fair that the tigers of Mount
Iniaus wonM liave melted at the sight of luT. Slie pierced

tie- skv with h<r laiiieutalions. She cried aloud:
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" My dear husband! They are tearing me from him who

_ is the idol of my heart."

Taking no heed of her own danger, it was of her

beloved Zadig alone that she thought, who, meanwhile,

was defending her with all the force that love and valour

cbiild bestow. With the help of only two slaves he put

the ravishers to flight, and carried Semira to her home
unconscious and covered with blood. On opening her

eyes she saw her deliverer, and said

:

" O Zadig, I loved you before as my future husband, I

love you now as the preserver of my Ufe and honour."

Never was there a heart more deeply moved than that

of Semira; never did lips more lovely express sentiments

more touching, in words of fire inspired by gratitude for

the greatest of benefits and tlie most tender transports of

the most honourable love. ^Her wound was slight, and

was soon cured ; but Zadig was hurt more severely, an

arrow had struck him near the eye and made a deep

wound. Semira's only prayer to Heaven now was that

lier lover might bo healed. Her eyes were bathed in tears

night and day ; she longed for the moment when those of

Zadig might once more be able to gaze on her with dehght

;

but an abscess which attacked the wounded eye gave eiery^

cause for alarm. A messenger was sent as far as Memphis
for Hermes, the famous physician, who came with a

numerous train. He visited the sick man, and declared

that he would lose the eye ; he even foretold the day and
the hour wlien this unfortunate event would happen.

"If it had been the right eye," said lie, " I might have

cured it, but injuries to the left eye arc incurable."

/^ ; All Babylon, while bewailing Zadig's fate, admired the

profound scientific research of Hermes. Two days after

wards the abscess broke of itself, and Zadig was com-

I'h'tely cured. Hermes wrote a book, in which he proved

to him that ln' ought not to Iiave been cured ; but Zadi^
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did not read it. As soon as he could venture forth, he

prepared to visit her in whom rested his every hope of

happiness in life, and for whose sake alone he desired to

have eyes. Now Semira had gone into the country three

days before, and on his way he learned that this fair lady,

after loudly declaring that she had an insurmountable

objection to one-eyed people, had just married Orcan the

night before. At these tidings he fell senseless, and his

anguish brought him to the brink of the grave ; he was ill

for a long time, but at last reason prevailed over his

affliction, and the very atrocity of his treatment furnished

him with a source of consolation.

" Since I have experienced," said he, " such cruel caprice

from a maiden brought up at the court, I must marry one

of the townspeople."

He chose AzQra, who came of the best stock and was

the best behaved girl in the city. He married her, and

lived with her for a mouth in all the bliss of a most tender

union. The only fault he remarked in her was a little

giddiness, and a strong tendency to find out that the

handsomest young men had always the most intelligence

and virtue.

CHAPTER II.

THE NOSE.

ONE (lay Az.ora returned from a walk in a state of

vehement indignation, and uttering loud exclama-

tions.

"What is the matter with you, my dear wife?" said

Zadig; '* wlio can have put you so much out of temper? "

" Alas!" Hhe replied, "you would be as indignant as I,
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if you had seeu the sight which I have just -witnessed. I

weut to console the young widow Cosrou, who two davs
ago raised a tomb to her young husband beside the stream
which forms the boundary of this meadow. She vowed to

Heaven, in her grief, that she would dwell beside that

tomb as long as the stream flowed by it."

" Well !
" said Zadig, " a truly estimable woman, wlio

really loved her husband!"
" Ah ! " returned Azora, " if you only knew how she

was occupied when I paid her my visit !

"

- " How then, fair Azora ?"

" She was diverting the course of the brook."

Azora gave vent to her feelings in such lengthy invec-

tives, and burst into such violent reproaches against the

young widow, that this ostentatious display of virtue was
_not altogether pleasing to Zadig.

He had a friend named Cador, who was one of those

young men in whom his wife found more merit and in-

tegrity than in others ; Zadig took him into his confidence,

and secured his fidelity, as far as possible, by means of a

considerable present.

Azora, having passed a couple of days with one of her

lady friends in the country, on the third day returned

home. The servants, with tear.s in their eyes, told her
tlmt yior y,u-<hmi(] bad died quite suddenly the" nigliT

before, tliat tliey had not dared to convey to her sudi sad

news, and that they had just buried Zadig in the tomb of

his ancestors at the end of the garden. She wept, and

tore her hair, and vowed that she would die.- In the

evening Cador asked if she would allow him to speak to

her, and Ihcy wept in companj'. Next day they wept less,

and dined together. Cador informed her that his friend

liad left him the best |>art of his property, and gave lier to

understand that he would deem it the gri'atcst haj>pinos.<»

to share his fortune with her. The ladv shed tears, \v;is

/
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offended, allowed herself to be soothed ; the supper lasted

longer than the dinner, and they conversed together more

confidentially. Azora spoke in praise of the deceased, but

admitted that he had faults from which Cador was free.

In the middle of supper, Cador complained of a violent

pain in the spleen. The lady, anxious and attentive, caused

all the essences on her toilet table to be brought, to try if

there might not be some one among them good for affec-

tions of the spleen. She was very sorry that the famous

Hermes was no longer in Babylon. She even conde-

scended to touch the side where Cador felt such sharp

pams.
" Are you subject to this cruel malady ? " she asked in

;l tone of compassion.

" It sometimes brings me to the brink of the grave,"

answered Cador ;
" and there is only one remedy which

<an relieve me : it is to apply to my side the nose of a man
who has been only a day or two dead."

" What a strange remedy !
" said Azora.

"Not more strange," was his reply, "than the scent-

bags of Mr. Arnoult being an antidote to apoplexy."^

That reason, joined to the distinguished merit of the

young man, at last decided the lady.

" After all," said she, " when my husband shall pass

from the world of yesterday into the world of to-morrow

over the bridge Chinavar, the angel Azrael will not grant

him a passage any the less because his nose will be a little

sliorti-r in Ihe .second life than in the first."

She then took a razor, and went to her husband's tomb;

after she had watered it with her tears, she a]iproached to

cut off Zadig's nose, whom she loiind sTretched at full

' Our autlior luis Iktc a note to tin' ollV-it tliiit tluMc wiis at that

tints a IJaltyloiiiari [I'arisian] iianuMi Arinmlt, wlio, accuniiiij; to

\]\r' aiinoiiiK'ciiiont in tin- iicw.HjtajnTH, c-uri'd ami [nc'veiitcd all Hurts

I'f lltM li\ means of u ha;,' Imn^ roiiml tin- nurk.

I



ZADIG, OR DESTINY. 57

length in the tomb, when he suddenly got up, and,

holding his nose with one hand, stopped the razor with

•the other.

" Madam," said he, " do not cry out so loudly another

time against young Cosrou
;
your intention of cutting off

my nose is as bad as that of turning aside a stream."

CHAPTER III.

THE DOG AND THE HORSE.

'V ADIG found by experience that the first month of mar-
"^ ria^e is. as it is written in the huoJi: of the Zendavesta,

the moon of honey, and that the second is the moon of

wormwood . He was some time afterwards obhged to put

away Azora, who became too unmanageable to live with, and

he sought for happiness in the study of nature.
" There is no delight," he said, "equal to that of a philo-

sopher, who reads in this great book which God has set

before our eves. The truths which he discovers are his >

own : be njnrturea and educates his soul, he lives in peace,

he fears no man, and no tender spouse comes to cut off his
/

nose." !

full of these ideas, he retired to a country house on the

hanks of the Euphrates.^ There he did not spend his time

in calculating how many inches of water flowed in a second

under the arches of a bridge, or whether a c-ul)if line of rain

tell in tlie month of the mouse more than in the mouth of

the sheep. He did not contrive how to make silk out of

cobwebs, norporcehiin oiit of broken bottles; but he studied

most of all the pro]>crties of aniinajs and plants; and soon

a<'(piired a sagacity that showed him a thousand dilTerenccs

where other men see uotlving but uniformity.
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One dav, when he was walking near a little wood, he saw

one of the queen's eunuchs running to meet him, followed

by several officers, who appeared to be in the greatest un-

easiness, and were running hither and thither like men
bewildered and searching for some most precious object

which they had lost.

" Young man," said the chief eunuch to Zadig, " have

you seen the queen's dog ?
"

Zadig modestly replied :
" It is a bitch, not a dog."

" You are right," said the eunuch.
" It is a very small spaniel," added Zadig ;

" it is nx)t

long since she has had a litter of puppies ; she is lame in the

left forefoot, and her ears are very long."

" You have seen her, then '?
" said the chief eunuch,

quite out of bre ith.

" No," answered Zadig, " I have never seen her, and

never knew that the queen had a bitch."

Just at this very time, by one of those curious coinciden-

ces which are not uncommon, the finest horse in the king's

stables had broken away from the hands of a groom in the

ydains of Babylon. The grand huntsman and all the other

officers ran after him with as much anxiety as the chief of

the eunuchs had displayed in his search after the queen's

bitch. The grand huntsman accosted Zadig, and asked

him if he had seen the king's horse pass that way.

" It is the horse," said Zadig, " which gallops best; he is

five feet liigh, and has small hoofs ; his tail is throe and

a half fe«!t long ; the bosses on his bit are of gold twenty-

three carats fine ; his slioes are silver of eleven penny-

woiglits."

'• Whicli road ilid he lake? Where is he ? " ask(>il the

grand huntsman.
" I have not seen him," answered Zailig, " and I liavo

never even heard anyone speak of him."

The trrand himtsman and the cliief eunuch had no doubt
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that y^nriip Harl stoipp tliP
T
jnig'g Vinrsp an^^ the queen's

bitch, so they caused him to be brought before the

Assembly ofjt]ie_G:rand^Desterham, which condemned him
to the knyrti'^^jand to pass the rest of his life in Siberia.

Scarcely had the sentence been j>ronounced, when the

horse and the bitch were found. The judges were now
under the disagreeable necessity of amending their judg-

ment ; but they condemned Zadig to pay four hundred

ounces of gold for having said that he had not seen what

he had seen. He was forced to pay this fine first, and after-

wards he was allowed to plead his cause before the Council

'

of the Grand Desterham, when he expressed himself in the

following terms :

" Stars of justice, fathomless gulfs of wisdom, mirrors

of truth, ye who have the gravity of lead, the strength of

iron, the brilliance of the diamond, and a close afiiuity

with gold, inasmuch as it is permitted me to speak before

this august assembly, I swear to you by Ormuzd that I

have never seen the queen's respected bitch, nor the sacred

horse of the king of kings. Hear all that happened : I

was walking towards the little wood where later on I met

the venerable eunuch and the most illustrious grand

huntsman. I saw on the sand the footprints of an animal,

and easily decided that they were those of a little dog.

Long and faintly marked furrows, imprinted where the

sand was slightly raised between the footprints, told me
that it was a bitch whose dugs were drcK^jnng, and that

consequently she must have given birth to young ones only

a few days before. Other marks of a different character,

sliowing that the surface of the sand had boon constantly

grazrd on fitln-r side of the front paws, informed me that

she had very long ears ; and, as I observed that the sand

was always le.ss do<^ply indented by one paw than by the

other three. I gathered tliat the bitch belonging to our

august queen was a little lanie, if I may venture to sav so.
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"With respect to the horse of the king of kiugs, you
must know that as I was walking along the roads in that

same wood, I perceived the marks of a horse's shoes, all at

equal distances. ' There,' I said to myself, ' went a horse

with a faultless gallop.' The dust upon the trees, where

the width of the road was not more than seven feet, was
here and there rubbed off on both sides, three feet aud a

half away from the middle of the road. ' This horse,'

said I, ' has a tail three feet and a half long, which, by
its movements to right and left, has whisked away the

dust.' I saw, where the trees formed a canopy five feet

above the ground, leaves lately fallen from the boughs
;

and I concluded that the horse had touched them, and
was therefore five feet high. As to his bit, it must be of

gold twenty-three carats fine, for he had rubbed its bosses

against a touchstone, the properties of which I had as-

certained. Lastly, I inferred from the marks that his

shoes left upon stones of another kind, that he was shod

with silver of eleven pennyweights in quality."

All the judges marvelled at Zadig's deep and subtle

discernment, aud a report of it even reached the king and

queen. Nothing but Zadig was talked of in the ante-

chambers, the presence chamber, and the private closet

;

and, thoiigh several of the magi were of ojiinion that he

ought to be burned as a wizard, the king ordered that he

sliould be released from the fine of four hundred^ ounces

of gold to which he had been condemned. The registrar,

the bailiffs, aud the attorneys cauie to liis house with

great solemnity to restore him his four hundred ounces

;

they kept h.u-k only three hundred aud ninety-eight of

them for legal cxfHjnses, and their servants too claimed

tlicir fees.

/iujlg Haw howjm-y dang»T()iiH it sometimes is to show

oncKelf too know[ng7»Jid rosolveJ^oirihe ncit occasion of

th<' kiml fo s:iv nothing about what he had seen.

I
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Such an opportunity soon occurred. A state prisoner

made his escape, and passed under the windows of Zadig's

house, who, on being questioned, answered nothing ; but

it was proved that he had looked out of the window. For
this offence he was condemned to pay fire hundred ounces

of gold, and he thanked his judges for their leniency, ac-

jjording to the custom of Babylon.
" Good Heavens!" said Zadig to himself, " what a pity

it is when one takes a walk in a wood through which the

queen's bitch and the king's horse have passed ! how
dangerous it is to stand at a window ! and how difficult it

is to be happy in this life !"
"*

CHAPTER IV.

THE ENVIOUS MAN.

'V ADIG sought consolation in philosoi>hv and friendship
^' for the unkindnoss with which furtuue had treated

liira. In one of the suburbs of Babylon he had a house
tastefully funiished," where he had gathered all the arts

and j>leasures that were worthy of a gentleman. In the

morning his library was open to all men of learnTug'; Tn

the evening his table was surrounded Viy good compauv.
But he soon discovered what danger there is in entertain-

ing the learned. A hot dispute^ arose over a law of

Zoroaster, which prohibited the eating of a griffin.

" How can a griffin be forbidden," said some, " if no sucli

• reature exists ?
"

" It must exist," said the others, " since Zoroaster for-

liids it to be eaten."

Zadig endeavoured to bring them to an agreement by
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" If there are griffins, let us refrain from eating them
;

and if there are none, there will be all the less danger of

our doing so. Thus, in either case alike, Zoroaster- will be

obeyed."

A learned scholar who had composed thirteen volumes

on the properties of the griffin, and who was moreover a

great magician, lost no time in bringing an accusa,tion

against Zadig before an archimagian named Tebor^^' the

most foolish of the Chaldeans, and consequently the luost

fanatical. This man would fain have impaled Zadig for

the greater glory of the Sun, and would have recited the

breviary of Zoroaster in a more complacent tone of voice

for having done it ; but his friend Cador (one friend is

worth more than a hundred priests) sought out old Yebor,

and addressed him thus

:

" Long live the Sun and the griffins ! Take good heed

that you do no harm to Zadig ; he is a saint ; he keeps

griffins in his back-yard, and abstains from eating them

;

and his accuser is a heretic, who dares to maintain that

rabbits have cloven feet and are not unclean."

"In that case," said Yebor, shaking his bald he^d,
" Zadig must be im})aled for having thouglit wrongly about

griffins, and the other for having spoken wrongly about

rabbits."

Cador settled the matter by means of a maid of honour,

who had borne Yebor a child, and who was held in high

esteem in the college of the magi, frjo one was impaled,-

though a good many of rtio doctors murmured thereat, and
jirophesied the downfall of Baliylon in consequeucey

Zadig exclaimed :
'* On what does happiness depend !

Everyl>ody in tins world persecutes me, even beings that

do not exist."

' ThiH is nn uri.i'^'rani of Royor, a bisliop by whom Voltaire had
lipen Kulijectetl lo rei)pateil iK?r8ecution, or what lie considered

Huch.
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He cursed all men of learning, and determined to live

henceforth only in the best society. He invited to his

house the most distinguished men and the most charming

women in Babylon ; he gave elegant suppers, often preceded

I'V concerts, and enlivened by interesting conversation,

from which he knew how to banish that straining after a

display of wit, which is the surest way to have none and

to mar the most brilliant company. Neither the choice of

his friends, nor that of his dishes, was prompted by vanity

;

for in everything he preferred being to seeming, and

thereby he attracted to himself the real respect to which

he made no claim.

Opposite Zadig's house lived Arimaze, a person whose

depraved soul was painted on his coarse countenance^^-^

He was consumed with malice, and puffed up with

pride, and, to crown all, he set up for being a wit and

was only a bore. Having never been able to succeed in

the world, he took his revenge by railing at it. In spite

of his riches, he had some trouble in getting flatterers to

flock to his house. The noise of the carriages entering

Zadig's gates of an evening annoyed him, the sound of his

praises irritatt^d him yet more. He sometimes went to

Zadig's parties, and sat down at his table without being

invited, where he spoiled all the enjoyment of the company,

just as the harpi(fi i^to said to infect whatever food they

touch. One day a lady whom he was anxious to entertain,

instead of accepting his invitation, went to su]> with Zadig.

Another day, wlien he was talkinjj with him in the palace,

they came across a minister who asked Zadig to supper

without asking Arimaze. The most inveterate hatreds

are often founded on causes quite as trivial. This

I'tTson, who went by the name of '• the Envious man'' in

l5abylon, wished to ruin Zadig U'cause jx-ople called

liim " the Happy man." Opportunities for doing harm

' Tlio A\>\>v I )eafontainc.'«.
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are found a hundred times a day, and an opportunitj

for doing good occurs once a year, as Zoroaster has ob-

served.

On one occasion the Envious man went to Zadig's house,

and found him walking in his garden with two friends and

a ladv, to whom he was addressing frequent compliments,

without any intention other than that of making himself

agreeable. The conversation turned upon a war, which the

king had just brought to a prosperous termination, against

the prince of Hyrcania, his vassal. Zadig, who had dis-

played his valour during the short campaign, had much to

say in praise of the king, and still more in praise of the lady.

He took out his note-book, and wrote down four lines, which

lie made on the spur of the moment, and which he gave to

his fair companion to read. His friends entreated him to

1)6 allowed a sight of them ; but his modesty, or rather a

natural regard for his reputation, made him refus,e. He
knew that such impromptu verses are never of any value

except in the eyes of her in whose honour they have been

composed, so he tore in two the leaf on which he had just

written them, and threw the pieces into a thicket of roses,

where his friends looked for them in vain. A shower

came on, and they betook themselves indoors. The En-
vious man, who remained in the garden, searched so dili-

gently that he found one fragment of the leaf, which had

been torn lu such a way that the halves of each lino that

were left made a continuous sense, and even a rhymed
verse, in shorter metre than the original ; but by an acci-

<lent still more strange, these short lines were found ta-

cuutain the most o])probrious libel against the king. They
read thus:

" lly heinous crimes

St't «in tli<! tlironc,

Iti |>f:ici'fiil tiiiiKH

Une foe alone."
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The Envious man was happy for the first time in his

life, for he had in his hands the means of destroying a

virtuous and amiable man. Full of such cruel 303", he

caused this lampoon written by Zadig's own hand to be

brought to the king's notice, who ordered him to be sent

to prison, together with his two friends and the lady.

His trial was soon over, nor did his judges deign to hear^

what he had to say for himseK. When he was brought

up to receive sentence, the Envious man crossed his path,

and told him in a loud voice that his verses were good for

nothing. Zadig did not pi-ide himself on being a fine poet,

but he was in despair at being condemned as guilty of

high treason, and at seeing so fair a lady and his two

friends kept in prison for a crime that he had never com-

^mitted. He was not allowed to speak, because his note-

book spoke for him. Such was the law of Babylon. He
was then forced to go to his execution through a crowd of

inquisitive spectators, not one of whom dared to com-

miserate him, but who rushed forward in order to

scrutinise his countenance, and to see whether he was

likely to die with a good grace. His relations alone were

distressed ; for thej were not to be his heirs. Three

quarters of his estate were confiscated for tlie king's

benefit, and the Envious man profited by the other

quaxter.

Just as he was preparing for death, th e king's ])arr<»t

escaped from its"perch, and ali^'-hted in Zadig's (.;-:r.\lt;n^on

a tjiicket of roses. A peaili had been carried thither bv

the wind from a tree hard by, and it had fallen <>u a piec
of writing paper, to which it liad stuck. The bird took

up both the i>each and the paper, and laid thoui on tin-

monarch's knees. The king, whose curiosity was excited,

read some words which made no sense, and whieli aj>j>eared

to be the ends of four lines of verse. He loved poetrv.

and princes who love the muses never find tinu' han '

F
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heavy on their hands. His parrot's adventure set him

thinking. The queen, who remembered what had been

written on the fragment of the leaf from Zadig's note

book, had it brought to her.

Both pieces wei'e put side by side, and were found to fit

together exactly. The verses then read as Zadig ha<i

made them

:

" By heinous crimes I saw the earth alarm'd,

Set on tlie throne one king all evil curbs ;

In peaceful times now only Love is arm'd,

One foe alone the timid heart disturbs."

The king immediately commanded that Zadig should be

brought before him, and that his two friends and the fair

lady should be let out of prison. Zadig prostrated him::,

self '^if'li ^lis face to the ground at their majesties' feet,

asked their pardou most humbly for having made such

poor rhymes, and spoke with so much grace, wit, and good

sense, that the king and queen desired to see him again.

He came again accordingly, and won still greaterjfa,iu>ur.

All the property of the Envious man who had accused him

unjustly was given to Zadig, but he restored it all, and the

Envious man was touched, but only with the joy of not

losing his wealth after all. The king's esteem for Zadig

increased every day. He made him .share all his pleasures,

and consulteil him in all matters of business. The queen

regarded him from fhat time with a tender comjilacency

that might become dangerous to herself, to her royal

consort, to Zadig. and to the whole State. Zadig began

to think that it is not so difficult after all to be happy.
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CHAPTEE V.

THE PRIZE OF GENEROSITY.

HPHE time was now arrived for celebrating a high

festival, which recurred everj five 3-ears . It was tht*

custom at Babylon to annoimce in a public and solemn

manner, at the end of such a period, the name of that

citizen who_had done the most generous act during the

interval. The ^^^ndees and the magi w'ere the arbitrators.

The chief satrap, who had the city under his charge, made
known the most noble deeds that had been performed

under Oiis government. The election was made by vote,

and the king pronounced judgment. People came to this

festival from the farthest corners of the earth, and the

successful candidate received from the monarch's hands a

cup of gold decorated with precious stones, the king

addressing him in these terms

:

"Receive this reward of generosity, and may the gods

grant me mauy subjects who resemble you."

The memorable day then was come, and the king

iippeared upon his throne, surrounded bv^randeee, magi,

and deputies, sent by all nations to these games, whore

glory was to be gained, not by the swiftness of horses nor

by strength of body, but by ^irtu^. The chief satrap pro-

rhiimed with a hmd voice the actions that might entitle

tlieir authors to this inestimable jirize. He said nothing

about the magnanimity with which Zadig had restored alt

l.is fortune to the Envious man ; that was not ctinsidercd

an action worthy of di8i)uting the jirize.

First, lie javHontt'd a judge who, after having given

judgment against a citi/rn in an important law-suit, unt\^r

a mistake for whi<li lie was in no way responsible, iiad
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given liirn all his own property, which was equal in value

to what the other had lost.

He next brought forwai'd a voung man, who, being over

head and ears in love with a damsel to whom he was

engaged to be married, had resigned her to a friend who
was nearly dying for love of her, and had moreover re-

signed the do\vi'y as well as the damsel.

Then he introduced a soldier, who in the Hyrcanian

war had given a still nobler example of generosity. Some

of the enemy's troops were laying hands on his mistress,

and he was defending her from them, when he was told

that another party of Hyrcanians, a fevr paces off, were

carrying away his mother. With tears he left his mistress,

and ran to rescue his mother ; and when he returned to

the object of his love, he found her dying. He was on

the point of slaying himself, but when his mother pointed

out that she had no one but him to whom she could look

for succour, he was courageous enough to endure to

live on.

The arbitrators were inclined to give the prize to this

soldier ; but the king interposed, and said :

" This man's conduct and that of the others is praise-

worthy, but it does not astonish me ; whereas yesterday

Zadig did a thing that made me marvel. Some days

iM'fore, my minister and favourite Coreb had incurred my
displeasure and been disgraced. I uttered violent com-

l>laint8 against him, and all my courtiers assured me that

I was not half severe enough ; ca(^h vied with his neigh-

Itour in saying as much evil as he could of Coreb. I asked

Zadig what he thought of him, and he dared to say a word

in lii.s favour. J am free to confess that 1 have hoard of

iustauces in our history of men atoning for a mistake by

th<^ sacrifice of their goods, giving up a niistress, or pre-

f<'rriiig a mother to a sweetheart, l)ul I have never read of

a cdurtier speaking a good word tor a minister in dis-
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grax^e, against whom his sovereign was bitterly incensed.

I award twenty thousand pieces of gold to each of those

whose generous acts have been recounted ; but I award

the cup to Zadig."

" Sire," said he, " it is Your Majesty alone who deserves

the cup, for having done a deed of unprecedented mag-

nanimity, in that, being a king, you were not angr}' with

your slave when he ran counter to your passion."

The king and Zadig were regarded with equal admira-

tion. The judge who had given away his fortune, the

lover who allowed his friend to marry his mistress, and

the soldier who had preferred his mother's safety to that

of his sweetheart, received at the monarchs' hands the

presents he had assigned, and saw their names written in

the Book of the Generous, but Zadig had the cup. The king

gained the reputation of a good prince, which he did not

keep long. The day was celebrated with feasts that lasted

longer than the law directed, and its memory is still pre-

served in Asia. Zajjj^ said :

" At last, then. I am happy." But he was deceived.

CHAPTER YI.

THE MINISTER.

'
I ""HE king had lost hi.s prime minister, and chose Zadig

-*- to fill his place. All tlu; fair ladies in Babylon ap-

plauded the~clK)ice ; for siuce the foundation of the empire

there had never been known such a young minister. All

the co'..rtiers were offended; and the Envious man 8])at

blood on hearing the news, while his uosi' swelled to an

en«)rmovi8 size. Zadig, having thanked Ihe king and

queen, proceeded to thauk the parrot also.
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" Beautiful bird," he said, " it is you who have saved my
life, and made me prime minister : the bitch and the

horse belonging to Their Majesties did me much harm,

but you have done me good. On what slight threads do

human destinies depend ! But," added he, " a happiness

so strangely acquired will, perhaps, soon pass by."

" Ay," replied the paiTot.

Zadig was startled at the response ; but, being a good

naturalist, and not believing that parrots were propEcts,

he soon recovered himself.

Applying all His energies to the duties of his office, he

made everybody feel the sacred power of the laws, but

made no one feel the weight of his dignity. He did not

interfere with the free expression of opinion in the divan,

and each vizier was welcome to hold his own without dis-

j>leasing him. \ "W"henhe_acted as judge in any matter^ it

was miLlie who pronouriced sentence, ^t Wflifi t.heUa^
; but

when the law was too harsh, he tempered its severity ; and

when there were no laws to meet the case, his sense of

equity supplied him with decisions that might have been

taken for those of Zoroaster.

It is from Zadig that the nations of the world liave re-

ceived the grand maxim :
" It is better that a guilty man

should be acquitted than that an innocent one should be

condemned."4/He hold that laws were made as much for

—

t he sake. <>f helpin g r^^ <^>f intimidating the poo)>le.
'

" His

I'hief skill lay in revealing the truth which all men try to

darken. From the very beginning of his administration he

put this great talent to good use(J/A famous merc:hant of

FJabylon haddifd in India, and made his two sons heirs to

I'qnal portions of liis estate, after having given their sister

in marriage; and ho left a present of tliirty thousand ^old

pieces to that one of his two sons who should be judged to

have shown the greater love towards himself. The elder

built him a tomB, the second increased liis sister's dowry
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with a part of his own inheritance. Everybodv said :
" It

is the elder son who has the greater love for his father,

the younger loves his sister Letter ; the thirty thousand

pieces belong to the elder."

Zadig sent for the two brothers, one after the other.

He said to the elder

:

" Your father is not dead ; he has been cured of his last

illness, and is returning to Babylon."
*' God be praised !

" answered the young man, " but his

tomb has cost me a large sum of money."

Zadig then said the same thing to the younger brother.

" God be praised !
" answered he ; "I will restore to niv

father all that I have, but I hope that he will leave niy

sister what I have given her."

" You shall restore nothing," said Zadig, " and you shall

have the thirty thousand pieces ; it is you who love your

father best."

A very rich young lady had promised her hand to two

magi, and, after having received a course of instruction

for some months from each of them, found herself likely

to become a mother. Both still wishing to marry her, she

said-she .TC0uld_take for her husband the one who had put

her in a position to presentjhe empire with a citizen.

" It is I who have done that good work," said one of

them.

"It is I who have had that i)rivik'ge," said the other.

" Well," answered she, " I will recognise that one as the

father of tlie child who can give him the best education."

She was brought to bed of a son. Each of the two

magi wished to bring it up, and the case was referred to

Zailig, who summoned the magi to his presence.

._ " What will you teach your pupil ? " he asked of the

first,

" I will instruct him," said the learned professor. " in the

eight parts of speech, in logic, astrology, d('nn)nology, tli--
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iliffereDce between substance and accident, abstract and

concrete, the doctrine of the monads and the pre-estab-

lished harmony.\1^-
" For my part," said the other, " I will endeavour to

render him just and worthy of having friends."

Zadig exclaimed :
" Whether you are his father or not,

you^ahall marry his mother." -p

Da}' after day complaints reached court of th£.^aSJerBor

of Media, whose name Avas Irax, He was a high and

mighty personage, not a bad fellow at bottom, but spoiled

by- vanity and self-indulgence. He seldom suffered any

one to speak to him, and never to contradict him. Pea-

cocks are not more conceited than he was, nor doves more

voluptuous, nor turtles more indolent ; evei'y breath he

drew was devoted to vain glory and false pleasures. Zadig

undertook to reform him.

He sent him, in the kiug's name, a skilful musician

with a dozen singers and two dozen fiddlers, also a butler

with half a dozen cooks and four chamberlains, who were

never to leave him alone. By the king's orders the follow-

ing ceremonies were strictly observed, and this is how

matters were carried on. _
The first da}', as soon as the pleasure-loving Irax was

awake, the musical conductor entered his chamber followed

bv the singers and fiddlers : a cantata was sung which

lasted two hours, and every three minutes there was this

refrain

:

" WliDso merits e'er attiiin'd sucli height ?

W Iii» willi such {^race was e'er emlow'd ?

lliis not his Highness every riglit

To feel self satisfied and jtroud?"

' Allusion is hf'rc iii.idc to till- ]iliiliis<>]ihical system of I-eilmitz

(d. ITUJ), in whiidi " monads " figure largely lus tlie ultimate atoms

of eiatiuf, and tlie intimate ronner-tion lietween tlie mind and hody

is ex|dained hy a " preeslablished harmony" wiiicli admits of per-
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After this cantata was performed, one of the chamber-

lains made him a speech, three quarters of an hour long,

iu -which he praised him expressly for all those good quali-

ti.s iu which he was most deficient. The oration finished,

he was escorted to the table to the sound of musical instni^

ments. The dinner lasted three hours ; whenever he opened
j

his mouth. to speak, the first chamberlain said: "What-
|

ever he says will be right." Scarcely had he spoken four i

words, when the second chamberlain would exclaim : I

'

" He is right." The two other chamberlains burst into
|

fits of laughter at all the witticisms which Irax uttered, or

which they attributed to him. After dinner he was favoured

with a repetition of the cantafaT.

This first day seemed to him delightful ; he thoughti

that the king of kings was honouring him according to hisi

deserts. The second aj)peared a little less agreeable, the

third palled upon him considerably, the fourth was intoler-

able, and the fifth absolute torture. At last, rather than

hear the continual refrain :
\

" Ha-s not his Highness every right

To feel self-satisfied and proud?
"

rather than hear the perpetual assurance that whatever he

said was right, rather than be harangued every day at the

same hour, he wrote to the court entreating the king to be

good enough to recall his chamberlains, his musicians, and

his butler ; and lie promised to be less vain and more indus-

JxiiUia-iu future. He was henceforth less tolerant of flat-

tery, gave fewer entertainments, and was all the happier;

for, as the Sadder ' has said :

" Contiini.il pleasiire is no pleasure."

fert independenro. The o]itiiiiisin of Leibnitz is ridioilcil \>y >

N'olt.aire in " t'aiuliile.'

' ,\ summary of various parts of llio Zeiiila\e>tii.
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CHAPTER YII.

SETTLING DISPUTES AXD GIVING AUDIENCE.

'

I
^HUS it was that Zadig daily showed the shrewdness of

* _his intellect and the goodness of his heart. He was

admired, yet he was also loved. He passed for the most

fortunate of men ; all the empire resounded with his name,

all the women ogled him, and all the citizens extolled his

justice ; the men of science regarded him as their oracle,
'

and even the priests confessed that he knew more than the

old archimagian Yebor. Far from wishing to prosecute

him for his opinions on the subject of griffins, they believed

only what seemed credible to him.

Now there was a great controversy in Bnbvlon. which

had lasted fifteen hundred years, and had divided the

empire into two bigoted sects; onemaintained that_ the

temple qf Mithras should never be entered except with

the TerrjaHtToremosTj fhe other held this practice in

abomination, and always entered with the right^fopt firft

Tlifi.-riy.al sects waited impatiently for the day oiLJEliich

the solemn feast of the holy fire was to be held, to know
which side would be favoured by Zadig. All haci their

eyes fixed on his two feet, and the whole city was in agita-

tion and suspense. Zailig_Li*fH*d Liiia_the temple wit h

both Jiis feet togctlier^ and aftei'wards proved in an

eloquent discourse T.nat"nie God of heaven and earth, who

Ts no rcsjM'cter of i>ersons. cares no more for the left leg

tlian for the right. The Envious nuin and liis wife con-

tended that there were not eno\igh figiirea of speech in his

discourse, tliat ho had not niatle the nioiintains and hills

ski]) about freely enougli.

"He is <liv \\\\\\ wauls imiii^iiiatioii," tliey said; "one
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does not see tlie ocean fly before him, nor the stars fall,

nor the sun melt hke wax ; he lacks the fine oriental

style."

Zadigjvas contentjivith having the style of j- rp;^,pmia]i]p

mai^ Hp_w^s a, fa.vnurite with all classes, not because he

was in the right road, nor because he was reasonable, nor

even because he was amiable, but J3£ca<use he g:as grand

He also happily put an end to the hot dispute between

the white andLtheJjlack_magi. The white asserted that it

was impious, when praying to God, to turn towards tho

east in_winter ; the black were confident that God ab-

horred the prayers of those who turned towards the^west

in sumraer. Zadig directed that men should turn to

wVia.tpvpr qna.rtpr of thp compass they pleased.

He likewise found out the secret of dispatching all his

business, both public and private, in the morning, and he

employed the rest of the day in providing Babylon with

refined entertainments. ^le caused tragedies to be repre-

sented which moved the audience to tears, and comedies

that made them laugh; a custom which had long passed

out of fashion, and which he had the good taste to revive.

He did not pretend to know more about their art than the

actors themselves ; he rewarded them with gifts and dis-

tinctions, and was not secretly jealous of their talents. In

the evenings he diverted the king much, and the queen

still more.

"A great minister !
" said the king.

" A charming minister !
" said the queen.

lioth of tlicin agreed that it would have been a thousand

pities if Zadig liad been hanged.

Never was statesman in office obliged to give so nianv

avidieuces to the ladies. The greater number came to

speak to liim about no business in partienlar for the sake

of having particuhir business with him. The wife of the
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Envious man presented herself among the first ; she swore

by Mithras and the Zendavesta, and-the holy fii'e, that she^

detested the conduct of her husband ^ then she told him

in confidence that this husband of hers was jealous and

treated her brutally, and gave him to imderstand that the

gods punished him by refusing him the precious effects of

that holy fire whereby alone man is made like the im-

mortals. She ended by dropping her garter. Zadig picked

it up with his ci stomary politeness, but did not offer to

fasten it again round the lady's knee, and this little fault,

if it can be considered such, was the cause. .of _the__niost

dreadful misfortunes. Zadig thought no more about the

incident, but the Envious man's wife thought about it a

great deal. \

Other ladies continued to present themselves every day.

The secret annals of Babylon assert that he yielded to

temptation on one occasion, but that he was astonSied to

find tiiat he enjoyed his mistress without pleasure, and

that his mind was distracted even in the midst' of the

tenderest embraces. The fair one to whom Jie-gave,

almost unconsciously, these tokens of his favour JKa*- a

lady in waiting to Queen Astarte. This amorous daughter

of Babylon consoled herself for his coldness by saying to

herself:

" That man must have a prodigious amount of busi-

ness in his head, since his thoughts ai'e absorbed with it

even when he is making love."

Zadig ha])pened at a moment when many people say

notliing and others only utter terms of endearment, to

suddenly exclaim: " The queen !
" The fair liabyloniau

fani'icd that he had at last recovered his wits at a happy

UK uncut, and that he was addressing her as his queen.

Hut Ziulig, still absent-minded, proceeded to ""utter the

uanu! of Astarte. The lady, who in this agreeable situa-

tion interpreted everything in a Hatteriug sense, imagined
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I hat he meant to say :
" You are more beautiful than

• ,;iieen Astarte." She left the seraglio of Zadig with

magnificent presents, and -went to relate her adventure to

I lie Envious woman, who was her intimate friend. The
latter was cruelly piqued at the preference shown to the

other.

""'^He did not even condescend," said she, "to replace

this garter which I have here, and which I will never use

again."

" Oh !
" said her more fortunate friend, " you wear the

same garters as the queen ! Do you get them from the

same maker ?
"

The Envious woman fell into a brown study, and made
no reply, but went and consulted her husband, the Envious

man.

Meanwhile Zadig became aware of his constant abseucf

of mind whenever he gave an audience or administered

justice; he did not know to what to attribute it; it wa.s

his only subject of annoyance.

He had a dream, in which he seemed to be lying at first

on a heap of dry herbs, among which were some prickl}

ones which made him uncomfortable, and that afterwards

he reposed luxuriously upon a bed of roses, out of which

glided a snake that wounded him in the heart with its

pointed and poisoned tongue.'

" Alas !
" said he, " I lay a long time on those dry and

prickly herbs; I am now on the bed of roses; but who will

Ije the serpent ?
"

' That vciiomouH serpents sting with their tongues is of course a

popular error.
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CHAPTER YIII.

JEALOUSY.

'TADIGr'S ill-luc^ arose out_of his very happiness, aud
^ was~ma"mly~due to his merits. He had daily inter-

views wrOi the king and with Astarte, his august consort.

The charm of his conversation was doubled by that desire

to please which is to the mind what ornaments are to

personal beauty; his youth and graceful mannej*s insen-

sibly made an impression upon Astarte, of the strength of

wliich she was not at first aware. Her passion grew up in

the bosom of innocence. Astarte gave~Eerself~crp-without

scruple aud without fear to the pleasure of seeing and

hearing a man who was so dear to her husbajidiirLd_iiLlhe

State; she never ceased singing his praises to the king; she

was perpetually speaking about him to her women, who
even went beyond her in their commendations ; everything

served to fix more deeply in her heart the arrow of which

she was unconscious. She bestowed presents upon Zadig^

into which more love-making entered than sEe supposed

;

she meant to speak to him as a queen satisfied with his

services, but the expressions she used were sometimes those

of a woman of tender sensibility.

^^jj^jx^was much moi'o beautiful than that Somira who

liad such p, detestation of one-eyed men, or tliat other woman
who had'Jiuended to cut off her husband's nose. Astarte's

familiar manner, her soft sjieedu'S at which she began to

I'lusli, her ey«'s which, despite lior efforts to turn them

away, wore ever fixed ujxin his own, kiu<Ilod in Zadig's

heart a fire which filled him with astyuiahment^ Jle fought ,

agaiutit hiH feelings ; he called to his aid the ]>hilo8ophy

which had never before failed him; hoilrow from it nothing
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1 it a clearer perception of his folly, and received no relief.

Duty, gratitude, and outraged majesty presented them-

-selves la hij view as so many avenging deities7 he struggled,

and he triumphed ; but this victory, which had to be re-

peated every moment, cost him groans and tears. He no

longer dared to address the queen with that delightful

freedom which had had such charms for both of them ; a

..cloud, overshadowed his eyes ; his conversation was con-

strained and abrupt ; his eyes were downcast, and when,

in spite of himself, they turned towards Astarte, they en-

jcountered those of the queen moistened with tears from

which there shot forth arrows of flame. They seemed to

say to each other

:

" Our adoration is mutual, yet w-e are afraid to love

;

we nrg^b'^tii nmianTii pfl witli a fire' which we Condemn ."

When Zadig left her side it was with bewilderment and

despair, his heart oppressed with a burden which he was

no longer able to support: in the violence of his agitation

he let his friend Cador penetrate his secret, like a man
who, after having endured the most excruciating pains, at

last makes his malady known by a cry which a keener

spasm than any before wrings from him, and by the cold

sweat which pours over his forehead.

Cador addressed him as follows :

" I have already divined the feelings that you would
fain hide from yourself ; the passions have 8ymj>toms which
tannot l)e misiaterpr('t<,^d. JudgCj my dear Zadig, since I

have been able to read your heart, whether the king is not

likely to discover there a sentiment thatjuay give him
serious offence. He has no other fault but that of being

the mo.st jealous of men. You resist your j)assion with

more vi^j^our than the queen can contend against hers, be-

cause you are a philosopher, and because you are Zadig.

.\starte is a woman ; she lots her looks speak for her with

all thejnore imprudence that she does not ye^^believe her-
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self blameworthj. Assured of her innocence, she unfortu-

nately neglects appearances which it is necessary to observe.

I shall tremble for her so long as she has nothing where-

with to reproach herself. If you came to a common
understanding, you would be able to throw dust into all

eyes ; a growing passion, forcibly-checked, jgives evident

tokens^f its existence ; but love when_gratifie.d ca.n easily

conceal itself."

'

Zadig shuddered at the suggestion of betraying the

iiingj his benefactor; and he was never more faithful to

his prince than when guilty of an involuntary crime against

him. Meanwhile the queen pronounced the name of Zadig

so often, she blushed so deeply as she uttered it, she was

sometimes so animated, and at other times so confused

when she addressed him in the king's presence, and she

was seized with so profound a fit of abstraetitm whenever

/^'he went away, that the king began to be alarmed. He
believed all that he saw, and imagined all that he did not

see. He particularly remai'ked that liisjvife's slippers w^e
blue, and that Zadip;'s slippers were l)lne ; thai his wife's

ribbons were yellow, and that Zadi^r's capwas yellow.

TefrTBle indications these to a prince of such delicate sensi-

bility ! _Suspicion^oou_becaine certainty in hia onvoBomed
mind.

All the slaves of kings and queens are so many spies

over their hearts. It was soon discovered that Astarte

was tender and that Moabdar was jealous^ The Envious

man got his wife to send the king her garter, which was

like the queen's ; and, to make the matter worse, this

garter was blue. The monarch thought of nothing now
iMithow to take his revonixe. One night he dotermined to

poison !,hc queen, and to have Zadig strangled as soon as it

was light. The order was given to a merciless eunuch, the

iiHiial executioner of his vengeance. Now there happened

tu bo at tlie time in the king's chamber a littlQjiwarf, who



ZADIG, OR DESTINY, 81

was dumb but not deaf. He was allowed to wander about

\\ hen and where he pleased, and, like a domestic animal,

'v\ as oftentimes a witness of what passed in the strictest

]iiivacj. This little mute was much attached to the queen

and Zadig, and he heard with no less surjirise than horror

the order given for their death. But what could he do to

prevent this frightful order, which was to be carried out

within a few hours ? He did not know how to write, Imt

lie had learned how to paint, and was particularly skilful

in taking likenesses. He spent part of the night in por-

traying what he wished the queen to luiderstand. His

sketch represented in one comer of the picture the king

in a furious rage, giving orders to his eunuch ; a blue

bowstring and a cup on a table, with garters and yellow

riblions; the queen in the middle of the picture, expiring

in the arms of her women, and Zadig lying strangled at

her feet. A rising sun was represented on the horizon to

indicate that this horrible execution was to take place at

the earliest glimpse of dawn. As soon as this task was

finished he ran to one of Astarte's women, awoke her, and

made her understand that she must take the picture that

very instant to the queen.

In the middle of the night someone knocked at Zadig's

door; he was roused from sleep, and a note from the queen

wa.s given him ; he douljted whether or not it were a dream,

and opened the letter with a trembling liand. What was

his sur]jrise, and who could express the consternation and

•lespair with which he was overwhelmed, when he read

tlieso words: "Fly, this very moment, or you will

seized and put to death ! Fly, Zadig ; I command you in

the name of our love and of my yoUow ribVtons. I have

doue nothing wrong, but I foresee that I am going to die

like a criminal."__

Zadig, who had scarcely strength enough to sjn'ak, Sent

for Cadqr, and then, without a word, gave 'lim the letter.

Q
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Cador forced hiiu to obey its injunction, and t(i.set out im-

mediately for Memphis.
" If you venture to go in search of thejjueen," said he,

" vou will only hasten her death ; if you speak to the king,

that step again -will lead to her destruction. Hi^r fate shall

be my care; do you follow your own. I will spread the re-

port that you\ have taken the road to India. I will soon

come and find you out, when I will tell you ail that shall,

have passed at Babylon."

Cador, without a moment's delay, had two of the swiftest

dromedaries brought to a private postern of the ^lalace, and

made Zadig mount one of them ; he had to be carried, for

he was almost ready to expire. Only one servant accom-

panied him ; and soon Cador, plunged in astonishment and

grief, lost sight of his friend.

The illustrious fugitive, when he arrived at the brow 'of a

hill which commanded a view of Babylon, turned his gaze

towards the queen's palace, and fainted. He-recovered his

senses only to shed tears and to wish that he was dead. At
last, after having occupied his thoughts awhile with the

deplorable fate of the most amiable of women and tlio best

of queens, he returned for a moment to himself, and ex-

claimed :

"What, then, is human life ? virtue I of what use

hast thou been to me ? Two women have basely deceived

me, and the lliird, Avho is innocent and is more beautifij

than iTTe .tin r .
is hIm.hI Io die ! AILtbe^oofl that I have

done has always brou^^ht upon me a curse, anTI T have been

raised to tbe height of grandeur only to fall down the most

liorrible precipice of misfortune. If I had been wicked-,

like so many others, I shoiihl be hapity like them." J
* Overwhebned with ihese gloomy reflections, his eyesj

shrouded witli a veil of sorrow, the ]>alenesH of death on

liis cotnitenance, and his soul sunk in the depths of a dark

d''S]»air. In- coTilimicd liis journey towards Egypt.
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CHAPTEE IX.

THE BEATEN WOMAN.

'VADIG directed his course by the stars. The constella-

tion of iDxion, and the bright star of Sirius guided

him towards the harbour of Canopus. He marvelled at i

tho_8je_ vast globes of light, which appear only like feeble

sparks to our eyes, while the earth, which is in reality
|

/ nothing more than an imperceptible point in nature,

'

appears to our covetous eyes something grand and noble.J_
He then pictured to himself men as they really are, insects/

N di.'Vouring one another on a little atom of clay. This truGi

image seemed to annihilate his misfortunes, by makingj

him realize the insignificance of his own existence and)

that of Babylon itself. His soul launched forth into the!

infinitude of space, detached from the operation of the'

senses, and contemplated the unchangeable order of the'

universe. But when, afterwards returning to himself an-l

once more looking into his own heart, he thought how
Astarte was perhaps already dead for his sake, the universe

vanished from his eyes, and he saw nothing in all nature save

.Astarte dying and Zadig miserable. As ho gave himself

uj) to this alternate flow of sublime philosophy and over-

whelming griff, he approached the confines of Egypt; and

his faithful servant was already in the first village, looking

out for a lodging. Za<lig was, meanwhile, walking to-

wards the gardens which skirted the village, and saw, not

far from the high road, a woman in great distress, who
was calling out to heaven and eartli for succour, antl a

inan who was following her in a furious rage. He )ia«l

;ilready reached her before Zadig could do so, an«l tho
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woman was clasping liis knees, while the man overwhelmed

her with blows and reproaches. He judged from the

Egyptian's violence, and from the repeated prayers for

forgiveness which the lady uttered, that he was jealous

and she unfaithful ; but after he had closely regarded the

woman, who was of enchanting beauty, and who, moreover,

bore a little resemblance to the unhappy Astart^, he felt

moved with compassion towards her, and with horror

towards the Egyptian.
" Help me ! " she cried to Zadig in a voice choked with

sobs ;
" deliver me out of the hands of this mostbarbarous

man, and save my life !

"

Hearing these ci'ies, Zadig ran and threw himself between

her and the V)arbarian ; and having some knowledge of the

Egyptian tongue, he addressed him in that language, and

said:

" If you have any humanity, I entreat you to respect

beauty and weakness. How can you ill-treat so cruelly

such a masterpiece of nature as lies there at your feet,

with no protection but her tears ?
"

" Ah, ha !
" answered the man, more enraged than ever

;

" then you are another of her lovers ! and on you too I

must take revenge."

Saying these words, he left the lady, whom he had been

holding by the hair with one hand, and, seizing his lance,

mad»! an attempt to run the stranger through with it. But

he, being cool and composed, easily avoided the thrust of

one who was beside himself with nige, and caught hold of

I lie lance near the iron point with which it was armed.

The one tried to draw it back, while the other tried to

wrench it out of his hand, so tliat it was broken betwei'n

the two. Tlie ]<]gyj>tian drew his sword, Zadig did the

same, and they forthwith attacked ea<Oi other; the fonner

dealing a hundnil bhiws in quick succession, the latter

Hkilfiilly warding them olT. The lady. scat<>d on a piece of
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txirf, readjusted her head-dress, and looked calmly on.

The Egyptian was stronger than his antagonist, Zadig was
the more dexterous. The latter fought like a man whoso
arm was guided by his head, the former like a madman
who in blind frenzy delivered random strokes. Zadig.

attacking him in his turn, disarmed his adversary ; and
whilst the Egyptian, rendered still more furious, tried to

_throw himself upon him, the other seized him with a tight

grip, and threw him on the ground ; then, holding his

sword to his breast, he offered to give him his life. Tlie

Egyptian, transported with rage, drew his dagger, and
therewith wounded Zadig, at the very instant that the

conqueror was granting him pardon. Provoked bevond
endurance, Zadig plunged his sword into the other's heart.

The Egyptian uttered a horrible yell, and died struggling

violently. Then Zadig advanced towards the lady, and
said in a respectful tone :

" He forced me to kill him
;
you I have avenged, and

delivered out of the hands of the most outrageous man I

ever saw. What will you have me do for you now,

madam ?
"

"To die, scoundrel," she replied; "to die! Yoii have

killed m^lo\^r ; I would that I were able to tear out your

heart."

" Truly, madam, you had a strange sort of lover in him,"

returned Zadig; "he was Ix'ating you with all his might,

and he wanted to have mylife because you implored mo
to help you."

" I wish he was beatmg me still," answered the lady,

giving vent to loud lamentation ;
" I well deserved it, an<l

gave him good cause for jealousy. Would to heaven that

lie were treating me and that you were in his place !

"

Zadig, more suqirised and indignant than lie ha<l ov.>r

Iwen lK>fore in his life, said to her:

"Madam, bi>autiful as you art>, you deserve to have me
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beat you iu my turn for your unreasonable behaviour, but

I shall not take the trouble."

So saying, he remounted his camel, and advanced

towards the villagre. He had hardly proceeded a few steps

when he turned back at the clatter of four messengers

riding post haste from Babylon. One of them, seeing the

woman, exclaimed

:

" That is the very person ! She resembles the descrip-

tion that was given us."

Thev did not encumber themselves with the dead body,

but forth^vith caught hold of the lady, who never ceased

calling out to Zadig :

"Help me once more, generous stranger! I beg your

pardon for having reproached you : help me, and I will be

yours till death."

Zadig no longer felt any desire to fight on her behalf.

" Apply to someone else," he answered, " you will not>

entrap me again."

Moreover he was wounded and bleeding; he had need

of help himself; and the sight of the four Babylonians,

probably sent by King Moabdar, filled him with uneasi-

ness. So he hastened towards the village, unable to

imagine why four messengers from Babylon should come

to take this Egyptian woman, but still more astonished at

the conduct of the ladv.
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CHAPTER X.

' A S he entered the Egyptian village, he found himself]
* surrounded by the people. Everyone was crying out :/

" This is the fellow who carried off tJie4ovely Missoufi

and who has just murdered Cletofis ! V'L
" Gentlemen," said he, " may Heaven preserve me from

carrying off your lovely Missouf ! she is too capricious for

me ; and with regard to Cletofis, I have not murdered him, I

only fought against him in self-defence. He wanted to

kill me because I had asked him most humbly to pardon

the lovely Missouf, whom he was beating unmercifully.

I am a stranger come to seek a refuge in Egypt; and it

Js. not likely that, in coming to claim your protection, I

should begin by carrying off a woman and murdering a

man."

The Egyptiansjwere^tthat_tiine just audhumane. The
people conducted Zadig to the court-house. They began
Tiy^tfcttiug his wound dressed, and then -they questioned

liimjmd his servant separately, in order to learn the truth.

They came to the conclusion that Zadig was not a niur-

dercr ; but he was found guilty of homicide, and the law

condeiinii'il him to be a slave. His two camels were sold

for tTTe benefit of the village ; all the gold that he carried

was distributed among the inhabitants ; his person was
exjjosed for sale in the market-place, as well as that of

his fellow-traveller. An Arab merchant, named ^etoc .

made the highest bid for him ; but the serving-man, as

more fit for hard work, was sold at a much higher price

J;iii*a llic master. _ Tliere was no comparison, it was
thought, between the two men ; so Zadig became a slave
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of inferior position to his own servant. They were fastened

together with a chain, which was passed round their

ankles, and in that state they followed the Arab merchant

to his house. Zadig, on the way, tried to console his

servant, and exhorted him to be patient ; and, according

to his custom, ke made some general reflections on human
life.

"I see," he said, "that my unhappy fate has spread

it9_shadow over yours. Hitherto at every turn I have

met with strange reverses. VJ have been condemned to

pay a fine for having seen traces of a passing bitcH ; I

thought I was going to be impaled on account of a griifin
;

I have been sent to execution because I made some com-

plimentary verses on the king ; I was on the point of

being strangled because the queen had yellow ribbons

;

and here am I a slave along with you, because a brute of

a man chose to beat his mistress. ) QoiaiL let us not lose

courage ; all_ this porhaps_will come^toanend. It must

needs be that Arab merchants should have slaves ; and

why should not I bo one as well as auother, since I also

am a man ? This merchant wall not be unmerciful ; he

must treat his slaves well, if he wishes to make good use

of them."

Thus he spoke, but in the depths of his heart he was

thinking only of the fate of the queen of Babylon.

Setoc the merchant started, two days afterwards, for

Arabia Deserta, with his slaves and his camels. His tril")e

dwelt near the d(!sert of Horeb, the way to which was long

and painful. Setoc, on the journey, took gj'eater care of

the servant lkaiL.ofthe master, because the former could

load the camels mucH^elleF; and any little distinction

that was made between them was in his favour.

A camel died two days l)ofore thoy oxpected__tp reach

Iloreb, and its load was distributed among the men, so

that each l»ack had its burden, Zadig's among the rest.
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St'toc laughed to see how all his slaves were bent almost

louble as they walked. ,_Zadig took the liberty of explain-

mg to him the reason, and gave him some instniction in

the laws of equilibrium. The astonished merchant began

til regard him with other eyes. Zadig seeing that he had

excited his master's curiosity, increased it by teaching him
many things that had a direct bearing on his business,

such as the specific gravity of metals and commodities in

eiiual bulk, the properties of several useful animals, and

tlje way in which those might be rendered useful which

were not naturally so, until Setoc thought him a sage.

He now gave Zadig the preference over his comrade, whom
he had before esteemed so highly. He treated him well,

and had no reason to repent of it.

Having reached his tribe, the first thing Setoc did was
to demand repayment of five hundred ounces of silver from
a Jew to whom he had lent them in the presence of two
witnesses ; but these two witnesses were dead, and the

Je^ assured that there was no proof of the debt, appro-

priated the merchant's money, and thanked God for having
given him the opportunity of cheating an Arab. Setoc

confided his trouble to Zadig, who was now his adviser in

everything.

" In what place was it," asked Zadig, '• that you lent

these five hundred ounces to the infidel ?
"

" On a large stone near Mount Horeb," answered the

merchant.
" What kind of man is your debtor ? " said Zadig.

"-A. regular rogue," returned Setoc.

" But I mean, is ho hasty or deliberate, cautious or im-

prudent ?
"

" Of all bad j)ayer8," said Setoc, " he is the hastiest man
I ever knew."

" Well," pursiu'd Zadig, " allow me to pU'ud your cause

l)efore the judge."
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In the end he summoned the Jew to take his trial, and

thus addressed the judge :

" Pillar of the throne of equity, I come here to claim

from this man, in my master's name, repayment of five

hundred ounces of silver which he will not restore."

" Have you witnesses ? " asked the judge.

" No, they are dead ; but there still remains a large stone

upon which the money was counted out ; and, if it please

your lordship to order someone to go and fetch the stone,

1 hope that it will bear witness to the truth. We will

remain here, the Jew and I, until the stone arrives ; I will

send for it at my master Setoc's expense."

" I am quite willing that that should be done," answered

the judge ; and then he proceeded to dispatch other busi-

ness.

At the end of the sitting he said to Zadig :

" Well, your stone is not arrived yet, is it ?
"

The Jew laughed, and answered

:

" Your lordship would have to remain here till to-morrow

l>efore the stone could be brought ; it is more than six

miles away, and it would take fifteen men to move it."

" Now then," e.xclaimed Zadig, " did I not say well that

tlie stone itself would bear witness ? Since this man knows

where it is, he acknowledges that upon it the money was

counted." Tlie Jew was abashed, and was soon obliged to

confess the whole truth. The judge ordered him to be

bound to tlie stone, without eating or drinking, until the

five lmn<h'»'d ounces should be restored, and it was not

long before they were paid.

After that Zadig the slave was lu'ld in high esteem

throughout Arabia, uud^sij^wayJiJie stone.

I
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CHAPTER XI.

THE FUNERAL PILE.

ETOC was SO enctanted with his slave that Jie madeSETC
1^4 TYhim his intimate friend. He could no more dispense

with him than the king of Babylon had done ; and Zadig

was glad that Setoc had no wife. He found in his master

an g«cellent disposition, with much integrity and good

sense ; but he wa^ sorry to see that he worshipped the host

of heaven (that is to say, the sun, moon, and stars), accord-

ing to the ancient custom of Arabia. He spoke to him

sometimes on the subject with judicious caution. At last

he told him that they were material bodies like other

things, which were no more worthy of his adoration than

a tree or a roclc.

"'But," said Setoc, " they are immortal beings, from

wliom we derive all the benefits we enjoy ; they animate

nature, and regulate the seasons ; besides, they are so far

_frpm us that one cannot help worshipping them."
" You receive more advantages," answered Zadig, *' from

the waters of the R<m1 Sea, which bear your merchandise to

India. Wliy may it not be as ancient as the stars ? And
if you adore what is far away from you, you ought to adore

the land of tlie Gangarides, which lies at the very end of

the world."

" No," .saitl Setoc ;
" the st-ars are so bright that I cannot

ri'fram from worshipping them."

When the evening was come, Zadig lighted a great

number of candles in the tent where he was to kuj) with

Sct.or ; ami, as soon as his ])atron appeared, he threw him-
self on his knees hel'on' those wax lights, saying:
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" Eternal and brilliant luminaries, be ever propitious

to me !

"

Having offered this prayer, he sat down to table without

paying any attention to Setoc.

" What is that you are doing ? " asked Setoc in astonish-

ment.

"I am doing what you do," answered Zadig; "I adore

these candles, and neglect their master and mineJrh^i ^
'^^

Setoc understood the profound meaning of this parable.

_The wisdom of his slave entered into his soul ; he no longer

lavished his incense upon created things, but worshipped

the Eternal Being"who had made them. '
.

. ^

There prevailed at that time in Arabia a frightful custom.

which came originally from Scythia, and which, having estab-
lished itself in India through the influence of theBrahmans,

threatened to invade all the East. When_ajiiarriedjiian

diedj_and_hi§Javo2vriti^wi f<^ wiaViPf] to obtain a reputation

for_janctity. she ^igpf> t^ ^^irr* ^^*^rself in public nn^ her

husband's corpse . A^olejoin festiva] was held on sucli

occasions, called the Funeral Pile of Widoivhood, and that

tribe in which iheYe had been the greatest number of women-
consumed in this way was held in the highest honour. An
Arab of Setoc's tribe having died, his widow, named
AlmoiKi, wlio was very devout, made known the day and

h mr when she would cast herself into the fire to the sound

of drums and trumpets. Zadig showed Setoc how contrary

this horrible custom was to the interests of tho human tuva^^

for young widows were every day allowed to burn them-

selves who might have presented children to the State, or

at least have brought up those they already had ; and Ke
mode him agret; that so barbarous an institution ought, if

jHjBsilde, t<> Ihj abolisluMl.

•Setoc rcjilit^d :
'* It is more than a tjiojusaud years since

the women acquifcrt tb^ ri^ht. of burning themselves.

^V^lic•h of US will dare to change a law which time has con-
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secrated? Is there anything more venerable than an

ancient abuse ?
"

/?a^-^
" Reason i^ jnf^''^

q^^^:.^^^4^ " rejoined Zadig. " Do to\i -^

speak to the chiefs of the tribes, and I will go and find the

young widow."

He" obtained admission to her presence ; and after having

insinuated himself into her good graces by commending

her Ijeauty, and after having said what a pity it was to

commit such charms to the flames, he praised her again on

the score of her constancy and courage.

" You must have loved your husband wonderfully ?
"

said he.

" I ? i^h-JLOr not at-^Uy^^nswered the Arab lady. " I

ctadd nol bear him, he waa.so brutal and jealous ; but I

am fixmly reaoLned-to throw myself on his funeral pile."

" Apparently," said Zadig, " there must be some very

delicious pleasure in being burned alive."

" AIlI it makes nature shudder to think of it," said thf

lady; ^ but I must e'en-put up with it. I am ^ions person,

and I shoidd lose my Reputation and be mocked t^' every-

l)<)dy if I did not burn myself."

Zadig, having brought her to admit that she was burn-

ing hersflf Jor_tlie_hako of other people and out o^anity,

spoke to her f6r a long time in a manner calculated to

make her a little in love with life, and even managed to

iu.spire her with some kindly feeling towards himself.

" What woiild you do now," said he, " if you were not

moved by vanity to burn yourself ?
"

" Alas !
" said the la<ly, " I think that I should ask you

to marry me."

Zadig was too much engrossed with thoughts of

Astarte to take any notice of this declaration ; but he

instantly went to the chiefs of the different tril)es, told

tliein wliiif Imd jiassed. and ailvised them t<> make a law

l)v which uu widow should be allowed to burn her.self until
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after slie had had a private interview -with a young man
for the space of a whole hour. Since that time no lady

has burned herself in Arabia. To Zadig alone was the

credit due for having n.hrjjshpd in nnp rlay pn rrnpl a cus-

tom, and one that had lasted so many ages. Thus he

becamethe-Jaenefactorjof all Ai-abia.
^~~

CHAPTER XII.

^- -^ THE SUPPEK.

OETOC, who could not part_from the man in whom
^-^ wisdom dwelt, -brought him to the great fair of

Bassora, whither the wealthiest merchants of the habitable

globe were wont to resort. It was no little consolation to

Zadig to see so many men of different countries assembled

in the same place. It seemed to him that the universe

was one large family which gathered together at Bassora.

The second day after their arrival Zadig found himself at

table with an Egyptian, an In<lian from the banks of the

Ganges, an inhabitant of China, a Greek, a Celt, and

several other foreigners, who, in their frequent voyages to

the Persian Gulf, had learned enough Arabic to make them-

selves understood. The Egyptian a]ipeared exceedingly

angry. " Wliat an abominable country Bassora is!" said

lie; " I cannot get a loan here of a thousand ounces of gold

on the beat security in the world."

"How is that?" said Setoc ; "on what security was

that unm refused you ?
"

" On the body of my aunt," answered the Egyptian

;

"she was the wortliiest woman in Egy]»t. She always

accompanii'd me on my journeys, and died on the way

hither. T have turned li-^'r info one of tlie finest mummifs
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to be had ; and in my own country I could get whatever I

waited by giving her in pledge. It is very strange that

no one here will lend me even a thousand ounces of gold

on such sound security."

In spite of his indignation, he was just on the point of

devouring a capital boiled fowl, when the__In(iian, taking

him by the hand, exclaimed in a doleful voice, "Ah! what

are you about to do ?
"

k _)-

" To eat this fowl," said the man with thejnummy. '
'

" Bewareof_jthat- yott- are doing," said (the man from

the G^inges^ " it may be that the soul of the departed has

passed intt) the bodyof that fowl, and you would not wish

to run the risk of eating up your aunt. To cook fowls is

plfrinlj.firn mitrage upon nature "

" What do you mean with your nonsense about nature

aud fowls ? " returned the wrathful Egyptian. " W<'

worship an ox, aud yet eat beef for all that."

" Tbu worship an ox ! Is it possible ? " said the man
from the Ganges.

" There is nothing more certain," replied the other

;

" wo have done so for a hundred aud thirty-five thousand
yejirs, and no one among us has any fault to find

with it."

"Ah! A hiiudred and thirty-five thousand years!"
said tlio Indian. "There must be a little exaggeration

there ; India has only boen inhabited eighty thousand

/ years, and we arc undoubtedly more ancient than you are;

and Bralima had forbidden us to eat oxen before you ever

t^lo^lgll^ of 2>u1ting them on your altars aud on your s])its."

"An o<ld kind of animal, this Brahma of yours, to bo

compared with Apis!" said the Egy])tian. " What fino

tilings now has your Brahma ever done? "

" It was he," the Brahman aiiswered, " who taught men
. to read and write, and to whom all the world owes the .

'

I game of chesu."
,
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"You are wrong," said a Chaldeaa. who was sitting

near him ;
" it is to the fish Cannes that we owe siich

great benefits ; and it is right to render our homage to

him alone. Anybody will tell you that he was a divine

being, that he had a golden tail and a handsome human
head, and that he used to leave the water to come and
preach on land for three hours every day. He had sundrj'

children who were all kings^ as everyone knows^ I have

his likeness at home, to which I pay all due reverence.

We may eat as niuch beef as we please ; but there is no

doubt that it is (a very great sin to cook fish. . Moreover,

.you are, both of you, of too mean and too modern an

origin to argue with me about anything. The Egyptian

nation counts only one hundred and thirty-five thousand

years, and the Indians can boast of no more than eighty

thousand, while we have almanacs that go back four

thousand centuries. Believe me, renounce your follies,

and I will give each of you a beautiful likeness of

Cannes.

"

The Chinaman

J

jere put in his word, and said :

" I have a strong respect for the Egyptians, the Chal-

deans, the Greeks, the Celts, Brahma, the ox Apis, and

the fine fish Cannes, but it may l)c that Li or Tien,^ by

whichever name one may choose to call him, is well worth

upj number of oxen and fishes. I will say nothing alwut

my country ; it is as large as the land of Egypt, Chaldea,

and India all put together. I will enter into no dispute

touching anticjuity, because it is enough to be happy, and

it is a very little matter to he ancient; but if there were

any need to speak about almanacs, I could tell you that

all Asia consults ours, and that we had very good ones

In-fore anything at all was known of arithmetic in

Chaldea."
'

" Vi)U are a set of ignoramuses, all of you !
" cried the

' (."hiiR'so words .signifying ri'sjioctively ratson lunl hmrcn.
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Greek ;
" is it possible that you do not know that Chaos is

the father of all things, and that form and matter have

broughttTTc world into the state in which it is r

"

This Greek spoke for a long time ; but he was at last

interrupted by th^Xlfilt, who, having drunk deeply whilst

the others were disputing, now thought himself wiser than

any of them, and jifSi'med with an oath that there was—
jiothiug worth the trouble of talking about except Teutates

_and the mistletoe that grows on an oak; that, as for him- *

self, he always had some mistletoe in his pocket ; that the

Scythians, his forefathers, were the only honest people that

had ever been in the world ; that they had indeed some-

times eaten men, but that no one ought to be prevented by

that from having a profound respect for his nation ; and

finally, that if anyone spoke evil of Teutates, he would

teach him how to behave.

_Tliereupon_the quarrel waxed hot, and Setoc saw that iu

. another moment there would be bloodshed at the table,

when Zadig, who had kept sileuce during the whole dispute,

jtt last rose. He addressed himself first to the Celt as the

most violent of them all ; he told him that he was in the

right, and asked him for a piece of mistletoe ; he com-

mended the Greek for his eloquence, and soothed the

general irritation. He said very little to the Chinaman,

Jiecause he had been the most reasonable of them all.

Then he said to the whole party : --^
" Myfriends, you w.-n* [[oin;^ t.n qiiii rn!l for nnthmor, f<ir - ^

you an- all of the same oi>inion ." ,\xXJ^^^^^^^

W'lien they lieard lum say that, they all loudly pro-

tested.

*' Ik it not true," he said to the Celt, " that you ilo not

worship thifi iuistleU»e, but Him who made the mistletoe

and the oak ?
"

"Assuredly," answered the Celt.

" And you, my Egyptian friend, retcrc, as it would seem.

II
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in a certain ox Him who lias given you oxen, is it not

so ?
"

" Yes," said the Egyptian.

" The fish Oannes," continued Zadig, '• must give place

to Him who made the sea and the fishes."

~~" Granted," said the Chaldean,

" The Indian," added Zadig, " and the Chinaman recog-

nise, like jou, a first principle ; I did not understand very

well the admirable remarks made by the Greek, but I am
sure that he also admits the existence of a Supreme Being,

upon whom form aiid matter depend.'^

The Greek who was so much admired said that Zadig

had seized his moaning very well.

" You are all then of the same opinion," replied Zadig.

" and there is nothing left to quarrel over ;
" at which all

the company embraced him.

Setoc, after having sold his merchandise at a high price,

/ brought his friend Zadig back with hiuita.his tribe. On
their arrival Zadig learned that he had been tried in his

absence, and that lie was going to be bui'ued at a slow

\tire.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE ASSIGNATION.

yXURING his journey to Bassora, the priests of the stars

had deteniiiiie(l to punish Zadig. Tlie ])recious stones

iiud ornaments of the yuuiig widows whom they sent to the

f uueral j)ile were their acknowledged perquisite ; it was in

truth tlie least tliey could do to buru Zinlig for the ill turn

he liad d<»iio thcui. Accordingly they accused him of

holding erroneous vie-vy! iibdut the host of heaven; they
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-_ave testimony agaiust him on oath that they liad heard

him say that the stars did not set in the sea. This frightful

. blasphemy made the judges shudder ; they were ready to

_j:end their garments when they heard those impious words,

.and they would have done so, without a doubt, if Zadig had
had the means wherewith to pay them compensation ; but

dreadfully shocked as they were, they contented themselves

Anth condemning him to be bunied at a slow fire.

Setoc, in despair, exerted his influence in vain to save

his friend ; he was soon obliged to hold his peace. Thi.'

young widow Almona, who had acquired a strong appetite

for life, thanks to Zadig, resolved to rescue him from the

stake, the misuse of which he had taught her to recognise.

She turned her scheme over and over in her head, without

speaking of it to anyone. Zadig was to be executed the

next day, she had only that night to save him in. This is

how she set about the business, like a charitable and discreet

woman. She anointed herself with perfumes; she enhanced

her charms by the richest and most seductive attire, and

went to ask the chief priest of the stars for a private

audience. "Wlien she was ushered into the presence of

that venerable old man, she addressed him in these

terms :

•' Eldest son of the Great Boar, brother of the Bull, and

cousin of the Great Dog" (such were the pontiff's titles).

" I come to confide to yon my scruples. I groally fear that

I_haye comiuitt»'d an enormous sin in not buruing myself

on my dear husband's funeral pyre. In trutli, what had

I worth preserving? A body liable to decay, aud which is

;ilrea<ly quite witluTrd." Saying these words, she drew up
licr long silk sleevoH, ami displayed her bare arms, of ad-

mirable form and dazzling whiteness. " You see," said

she, " how little it is worth."

Tho jK>utiff tliouijht in his lu-art that it was wortli a

great deal. His ovis said so, aud his mouth confirmed it;
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he swore tliat lie had never in his life seen such beautiful

arms.
" Alas !

" said the vridow, " my arms may be a little less

deformed than the rest ; but you will admit that my neck

was unworthy of any consideration,'* and she let him see

the most charming bosom that nature had ever formed.

A rosebud on an apple of ivory would have appeared beside

it nothing better than madder upon box-wood, and lambs

just come up from the washing would have seemed brown

and sallow. This neck ; her large black eyes, in which a

tender fire glowed softly with languishing lustre ; her

cheeks, enlivened with the loveliest crimson mingled with

the whiteness of the purest milk ; her nose, which was not

at all like the tower of Mount Lebanon ; her lips, which

were like two settings of coral enclosing the most beautiful

pearls in the Ara])ian sea ; all these charms conspired to

make the old man fancy himself a youth of twenty sum-

mers. With stammering tongue he made a tender decla-

ration; and Almoua, seeing how he was smitten, craved

pardon for Zadig.

"Alas!" said he, "my lovely lady, though I might

grant you his pardon, my indulgence would be of no use,

as the order would have to be signed by three others of

my colleagues."

" ^ign it all the same," said Almoua.
"Willingly," said the priest, "on coiulitiou iJialLJ[fiUI

favours shall l^e the price of my compliance."
" You do me too much honour," said Almona ;

" only be

(•leased to come to my chamlxn* after sunset, when the

l)right star Sheat shall rise above the horizon
;
you will

fiml me on a rose-coloured sofa, and you shall deal with

your servant rh you may be able."

Then b!h' went away, ciirrying witli licr the signature,

:in<l left tlie old man full of anioroua passion and of difli-

di'iKT UH lo bis powers. He enij)loyed the rest of the day
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in bathing ; he drank a liquid compounded of the cinna-

mon of Cejlon, and the precious spices of Tidor and

Temat, and waited with impatience for the star Sheat to

-appear.

Meanwhile the fair Almona went in search of the

second pontiff, who assured her that the sun, the moon,

and all the lights of heaven were nothing but faint marsli

fires in comparison with her charms. She asked of him
the same favour, and he offered to grant it on the same

terms. She allowed her scruples to be overcome, and

made an appointment with the second pontiff for the

rising of the star Algenih. Thence she proceeded to the

houses of the third and fourth priests, getting from each

his signature, and making one star after another the signal

for a secret assignation. Then she sent letters to the

judges, requesting them to come and see her on a matter

of importance. When they appeared, she showed them
the four names, and told them at what price the priests

Inid sold Zadig's pardon. Each of the latter arrived at his

ap>pointed hour, and was greatly astonished to find liis

colleagues there, and still more at seeing the judges, be-

fore whom they were exposed to open shame. Tj^us Zadi^
was saved, and Setoc was so delighted with Almona's

cleverBcSs, that Le made her his wife.

CHAPTER XIV.

THE DANCE.

CTETOC was engaged t<> go on matters of business to the

*^ island of Sereudib ;
' but the first mouth of marriage.

' The island of Ceylon iu called liy tliis name in tlie "Araliian

Mghts."
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wliich is, as every one knows, the moon of honey, permitted

him neither to quit his wife, nor even to imagine that he

could ever quit her ; so he requested his friend Zadig to

make the voyage on his behalf.

^Alas !
" said Zadig, " must I put a yet wider distance

between the beautiful Astarte and myself ? But I must

oblige my benefactors." He si:>oke, he wept, and he set

forth on his journey.

He was not long in the island of Serendib before he

began to be regarded as an extraordinary man. He be-

came umpire in all disputes between the merchants, the

friend of the wise, and the trusted counsellor of that

small number of persons who are willing to take advice.

The king wished to see and hear him. He soon recognised

all Zadig's worth, placed reliance on his wisdom, and made
him his friend. The king's intimacy and esteem made
Zadig ti'emble. Night and day he was pierced with

anguish at the misfortune which Moabdar's kindness had

1>ruught \ii)on him.

"The king is pleased with me," said he; "how shall I

escape ruin V
"

He could not however decline his majesty's attentions
;

for it must be confessed that Nabussan, King of Serendib,

the son of Nussanab, the son of Nabassau. the son of

Sanbusna, was one of the best princes in Asia; when any-

one s]>olc(.' to him, it was difficult not to love him.

This good monarch was continnally praised, deceived,

and robUd ; oflicials vied with (>acli other in plundering

his treasury. The receiver-g«'neral ol" Ihe island of Serendib

alwayH set the example, and was faithfully followed by the

. (Ihers. The king knew it, and had time after time changed

his trt'aHuri-r; but he ha<l not been able to change the time-

lioiioiired fasliion of dividing the royal rovfuue into two

unt-qnal partH, the smaller ol" which always fell to His

^^ajt•sty, and the larger to tlu' atlniinistratlve stall.
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King Nabussan confided his difficulty to the wise Zadig

:

"You who know so many fine thinsrs," said he, "can you*

think of no method of enabling me to find a treasurer who
will not rob me?"

" Assuredly," answered Zadig ;
" I know an infallible way

ot giving you a man who has clean hands."

The king was charmed, and, ern'ovacing him, asked how
lie was to proceed.

'lAlI,jou_will have to do," said Zadig, " is to cause all

^who shall present themselves for the dignity of treasurer to

jlance, and he who dances most lightly will be infallibly

the most honest man."
" You are joking," said the king ;

" ti-uly a droll way of

choosing a receiver of my revenues ! What ! Do you

moan to say that the one who cuts the highest capers will

prove the most honest and capable financier?
"

" I will not answer for his capability," returned Zadig;
" but I assure you that he will undoubtedly be the most

hoiitst."

Zadig spoke with so much confidence that the king

thought he had some supernatural secret for recognising

financiers.

"I{un .not fond of the supernatural," said Zadig

;

" jieople and books that deal in prodigies have always been

flistastef 111 to me ; if Your Majesty will allow me to make

Ihe trial I proj)Ose, you will be well enough convinced that

mv secret is 1 lie easiest and most simple tiling in the world."

Nabussan, King of Screudib, was far muri-aslonisbed at

hearing that this secret was a simple matter, tluiu if it had

Imm'u presented to him as a miracle.

"Well then,'' said the king, "do as you shall tliiuk

pI'DjHT."

"(Jive in<! a fn-e hand," .said Zadig, "and you will gain

l)y this experiment more than you think."

The huiiie day he issued a public notice that all who
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aspired to the post of receiver-in-chief of the revenues of

His gracious Majesty Nabussan, son of Hussaaab^-VEfirejtp

present themselves in garments of light silk, on the first

day of the month of the Gfocodile, in the kingls- a.ute--

cbamber. They duly put in an appearance to the number
of^ixty-four. Fiddlers were posted in an adjoining hall

;

all was ready for dancing ; but the door of the hall was

fastened, and it was necessary, in order to enter it, to_pass

along a little gallery which was pretty dark. An usher

was sent to conduct each candidate, one after another,

along this passage, in which he was left alone for a few

minutes. The king, prompted by Zadig, had spread out

all his treasures in this gallery. When all the competitors

had reached the hall, his majesty gave orders that they

should begin to dance. Never did men dance.more heavily

and with less grace ; they all kej>t their heads dowUj^tKeir

backs bent, and their hands glued to their sides.

" What rogues !
" said Zadig, under his breath.

There was only one among them who stepped out freely,

with head erect, a steady eye, and outstretched arms, body

straight, aud legs firm.

" Ah ! the honest fellow ! the worthy man !

" said

Zadig.

The king embraced this good daucer, and declared him
treasurer ; wliereas all the others were ])UTiishcd with a fine,

and that most justly, for each one of tliem, during the

time that he was in the gallery, had filled his pockets so

that lie could hardly walk. The king was grieved for the

honour of liuinan nature that out of those sixty-four dancers

tliere should liave been sixty-three thieves. The dark

gallery was henceforth called the Corridor of Temptation.

lu PerHia those Bixty-threo gentlemon wontd "have been

imj)aled ; in other ccjuntries a court of justice would have

been held which would have consunKMl in legal ex])euses

time tinies as much as had been stolen; while in yet
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another kingdom they would have procured a complete

acquittal for themselves, and brought the nimble dancer to

disgrace ; at Serendib they were only condemned to increase

_the_public funds, for oSTabussan was very indulgent.

He was also very grateful ; he gave to Zadig a sum of

money greater than any treasurer had stolen from the lang

his master. Zadi^ availed himself of it to .send expresses

to Babylon, who were to bring him information of Astarte's

fatfi— His voice trembled while giving this order, his blood

flowed back towards his heart, a mist covered his eyes, and
his soul was ready to take its flight. The messenger de-

partedj Zadig saw him embark. He returned to the king,

seeing no one, fancying himself in his own chamber, and

pronouncing the name of " love."

"Ah! love," said theToug; "that is precisely what is the

matter with me; you have rightly, divined where my trouble

lies. What a great man you are ! I hope you will teach

me bow to recogni :e a faithful and devoted wife, as you

ixave- enabled me to find a disinterested treasurer."

Zadig, having recovered his wits, promised to serve him
inHOVe iis well as m finance, although the undertakiu}^'

seemed still more dif^cult
"

CHAPTER XV.

BLUE EYES.

" \ I Y body and my heart " .said the king to Zadig.

^ ^ At these wurd.s the Babylonian could nut refrain

from interruj>ting His Majesty.
" How glad I am," said he, " that you did not say unj

heart and soul! For one hears uotliing else but those

v.^nls in every conversation at Babylon, and one se<s
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nothing but books devoted to discussions on the heart and-

soul, written bj people who have neither one nor the other.

But please, sire, proceed."

Nabussan then continued :

"My body and my heart are predisposed by destiny to

love ; the former of these two powers has every reason to be

satisfied. I have here a hundred women at my disposal,

all beautiful, buxom, and obliging, even voluptuously in-

clined, or pretending to be so when with me. My heart is

not nearly so well off. I have found only too often that

they lavish all their caresses on the King of Serendib, and

care very little for Nabussan. It is not that I think my
women unfaithful ; but I would fain find a soul to be my
own ; I would resign for such a treasure the hundred

])eautics of wdiose charms I am master. See if, out of

these hundred ladit-s of my harem, you can find me a

single one by whom I may feci sure that I am loved ?
"

Zadig answered him as he had done on the subject of

the financiers :

—

"Sire, leave the matter to me; but allow me first to

dispose of what you displayed in the Corridor of Tempta-

tion ; I wnll render you a good account of all, and you

shall lose nothing by it." /

The king gave him unfettered discretion. He chose in

Serendib thirty-three little hunchbacks, the ugliest he

could find, thirty-three of the most handsome pages, and

thirty-tliree of the most eloquent and most robust bouzes.

He left them all at liberty to enter the ladies' private

chambers. Each little hunchback had four thousand gold

pieces to j^ive theiri. and the very first day all the hunch-

l)acks were hi!]>py. The pages, who had nothiug to give away

but theiuselves, faile<l to achieve a triiuiiph till the end of

two or three days. Tlie Ixm/.es had a little more ditliculty;

but at lout thirty-three lair (hvotecs surrendered to them.

'Ill'' kill"'. Ihrou'di \\\>' shutier-bliiids which adinilted a
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view into each chamber, wituessed all these experiments,

and was not a little astonished. Of his hundred women,

niuetj-nine had succumbed before liis ejes. There yet

remained one who was quite young and freshly imported,

whom His Majesty had never admitted to his arms. One,

two, three hunchbacks were successively told off to make
her offers which rose to the sum of twenty thousand pieces;

she was incorruptible, and could not help laughing at the

idea which had entered into these hunchbacks' heads that

juojaey.could render them less deformed. The two hand-

somest of the pages were presented to her ; she said that

she, thought the king still more handsome. The most

eloquent and afterwards the most intrepid of the bonzes

were let loose upon her; she found the first an idle babbler,

and would not deign even to form an opinion on the merits

of the second.

" The_heart is everything." said she
;

" I will never yield

either to the gold of a hunchback, or the personal attrac-

tions oiaTyoTTng inau, or the cunning enticements of a

bonze. I will love no one but Nabussan . son of Nussanab,

and will wait till he condescends to love me."

Tlie king was transported with joy, astonishment, and

tenderness. He took back all the money that had won the

hunchljacks their success, and made a present of it to the

fair Fulide dor such was the young lady's name). He
gave her his heart, and she well deserved it. Never was

the flowt-r of youth so brilliant, never were the charms of

beauty so enchanting. Historical veracity will not allow

mo to conceal the fact that she curtsied awkwardly, but

she danced like a fairy, sang like a siren, and spoke likr

one of the graces ; she was full of accomplishments and

virtues.

Nabussan, loved as he was hy her, adorcil lur in his

turn. But she had blue eves, and this was the source of

the greatest niinfortuncH. There was an ancient law which
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forbade the kings to love one of those women whom the

Greeks in later days called /3ow7r<c.' The chief of the

bonzes had established this law more than five thousand

years before that time, with a view to appropriatingJLhe

mistress of the first king of the island of Serendib, whom
thg^ chief bonze had induced to pass an anathema upon

blue eyes as a fundamental article of the constitution.

^ATTorders of society came to remonstrate with Nabussan.

They publicly declared that the last days of the kingdom
had arrived, that iniquity had reached its height, and that

all nature was threatened with some untoward accident

;

that, in a word, Nabussan, son of Nussanab, was in love

with two big blue eyes. The hunchbacks, financiers,

bonzes, and brunettes, filled the palace with complaints.

The wild tribes that inhabit the nortkiif-Serendili.took

advantage of the general discontent to make an incursion

into the territory of the good Nabussan. He demanded
subsidies from his subjects; the bonzes, who owned half

the revenues of the state, contented themselves with

raising their hands to heaven, and refused to put them into

their coffers to help the king. They ofTired up grand

l>rayers to fine music, and left the State a prey to the

barl>arians.

"O my dear Zadig! Will you rescue me again

from this horrible embarrassment?" dolefully exclaimed

Nabussan.
*' Very willingly," answered Zadig. "You shall have as

much money from the bouzes as you wish. Abandon to

the enemy the lands on which their mansions are built, and

tnily defend your own."

Nubns.san did not fail to follow this advice. The bonzes

thereupon (;anie and threw themselves at the king's feet,

imploring his assistance. The king answered them in

'(>ur niitlior eviilciitly iiicjiiit ^Xavnwnir, " Mue-cyed," not

i^iiiuTni ,
" <).\('ve<l."
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beautiful strains of music, the words to wliicli tliey were

an accompaniment being prayers to Heaven for the preser-

vation of their lands. The bonzes, at last, gave some

money, and the king brought the war to a prosperous con-

clusron. Thus Zadig, by his wisea,nd successful counsel,

_and by his important services, drew upon himself the iiTe-

concilable hatred of the most powerful men in the State
;

the bonzes and the brunettes took an oath to ruin him
;

the financiers and the hunchbacks did not spare him, but

did all they could to make him suspected by the excellent

Nabussan. " Good offices remain in the antechamber

when suspicions enter the closet," as Zoroaster has wisely

observed. Every day there were fresh accusations ; if the

first was repelled, the second might graze the skin, the

third wound, and the fourth be fatal.

Zadig, after having advantageously transacted the busi-

ness of his friend Setoc and sent him his money, thought

of nothing now in his alarm but of leaving the island, and

resolved to go himself in search of tidings of Astarte.

"For," said he, "if I stay in Serendib, the bonzes will

^cause me to be impaled. . . . But whore can I go P Jn-
Egypt I shall be a slave ; burnL-,in all likelihood, in

Arabia; strangled at Babylon. Still I must know what

lias become of Astarte. . . . Let us be gone, and see for

what my sad destiny reserves me."

CHAPTER XVI. .

THE URIOANl).

/^N arriving at the frontier which separates Arabia

^-^ Petriea from Syria, as ho was jKissiug near a pretty

strong castle, a party of armed Arabs sallied forth. He
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saw himself siu-roinided, aud the men cried out: "All

that you have belongs to us, aud your body belongs to our

master."

Zadig, by way of answer, drew his sword ; his seiwant,

who had plenty of courage, did the same. They routed

aud slew the Arabs who first laid hands on them ; their

assailants now numbered twice as many as before, but

they were not daunted, and resolved to die fighting; Then

were seen two men defending themselves against a multi-

tude. Such a conflict could not last long. The master of

the castle, whose name was Arbogad , having seen from a

window the prodigies of valour performed by Zadig, con-

ceived such an admiration for him that he hastily

descended, and came in person to disperse his men and

deliver the two travellers.

"All that passes over my lands is my property," said he,

" as well as whatever I find on the lands of other j^eople

;

but you seem to me such a brave man, that I except you

from the general rule."

He made Zadig enter his castle, aud bade his people

treat him well. In the evening Arbogad desired Zadig to

sup with him.

Now the lord of the castle was one of those Arabs who
are known asrobbers^ but he sometimesHid a good action

among'a multitmle of bad ones. He robbed with fierce

rapacity, an<l gave away freely ; he was intrei)id in battle,

tliougli gentle enough in society; intenii)erate at table,

merry in his cups, aud above all, full of frankness. Zadig

pleased hira greatly, and his animated conversation pro-

longed the re])a8t. At length Arbogad said to him :

" I aflvine you to enrol yourself jiiuler me; you cannot

do better ; this calling of mine is not a bad one, and you

may one day become what I now am."
" May I ask you," 8aid Zadig, " how long you have

practised this noble i)rafession ?
"
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" From my tenderest youth," replied the lord of the

castle. " I was the servant of an Arab who was a pretty

sharp fellow ; I felt my position intolerable ; it drove me
to despair to see that in all the earth, which belongs

equally to all manldnd, fortune had reserved no portion

for me. I confided my trouble to an old Arab, who said to

_me :
' My son, do not despair ; there was once upon a time

a gi'ain of sand which bewailed its fate in being a mere

-Tinheeded atom in the desert; but at the end of a few

years it became a diamond, and it is now the most beaut i-

fuLornaJiient in the King of India's crown.' This story

made a great impression on me. I was the grain of sand,

and I determined to become a diamond. I began by steal-

iugtwa_ horses ; I then formed a gang, and put myself

iu a position to rob small caravans. Thus by degrees I

abolished the disproportion which existed at first between

myself and other men ; I had my share in tlie good things

of this world, and was even recompensed with usury. I

was held in high esteem, beca^ae a brigand chiefy and

ubtained this castle by violence. The satrap of Syria

wished to dispossess me, but I was already too rich to have

anything to dread ; I gave some money to the satrap, and

by this means retained the castle and increased my
domains. He even named me treasurer of the tribute

w hich Arabia Petra^a paid to the kiug of kiugs. (I fulfilled

Uiy duty well, so far as receiving weut, but utterly ignored

that of payment. jThe Grand Desterham of Babylon sent

hither in the name of King Moabdar a petty satrap, iu-

ten<liiig to have me straugh'd. This man arrived with his

onh-rs ; I was informed of all, and caused to be strangled

iu his presence the four persons he had brought with him

to apply the bowstring to my neck ; after which I asked

him what his commission to strangle nie might bo worth

to him. He ans\v»'red me that his fi-cs might amo»m( to

three huudrcil pieces of gold. I made it clear to him that
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there was more to be gained with me. I gaA^e him a sub-

ordinate post among my brigands, and now he is one of

my smartest and wealthiest officers. Take my word for it,

you will succeed as well as he. Never has there been a

better season for pillage, since Moabdar is slam and all is

in confusion at BabylonT"
~

'•^Moabdar slainl " said Zadig ;
" and what has become

of Queen^A^tarteiL'

'

"I know nothing about her," replied Arbogad ; "all

I know is that Moabdar became mad and was killed, that

Babylon is one vast slaughter-house, that all the empire is

laid waste, that there are fine blows to be struck yet, and

that I myself have done wonders in that way."

"But the queen?" said Zadig; "pray tell me, know
you nothing of the fate of the queen ?

"

" I heard something about a prince of JHyrcaniaJ.' replied

he ;
" she is probably among his concubines, if she has not

been killed in the insurrection ; biit I have more curiosity

in the matter of plunder than of news. I have taken a

good many women in my raids, but I keep none of them

;

I sell them at a high price if they are handsome, without

inquiring who or wluit they are, for my customers pay

nothing for rank ; a queen who was ugly would find no

purchaser. Maybe I have sold Queen Astarte, maybe
she is dead ; it matters very little to me, and I do

not think you need be more concerned about her than

J am."

As he spoke thus he went on drinking lustily, and mixed

up all his ideas so confusedly, that Zadig could extract no

inforjuation out of him.

He remained confounded, overwhelmed, unable to stir.

Arbogad continued to driuk, told stories, constantly re-

peated that he was the hap])iest of all men, and exhorted

Zadig to render himself as liii]>py as he was. At last, be-

fouling more and nvorc drowsy with the fumes of wine, lie
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gi'adually fell into a tranquil slumber. Zadig passed the

night in a state of the most violent agitation.

"What!" said he, " the king become mad ! the king
killed ! I cannot help lamenting him ! The empire is

dismembered, and this brigand is happy ! Alas for fate

and fortune ! A robber is happy, and the most amiable

object that nature ever created has perhaps perished in a

frightful manner, or is living in a condition worse than

^_deaih. Astarte ! what has becom^e of you ?
"

At break of day he questioned all whom he met in the

castle ; but everybody was busy, and no one answered him :

new conquests had been made during the night, and they

were dividing the spoils. All that he could obtain in the

confusion that prevailed was permission to depart, of which

he availed himself without delay, plunged deeper than ever

in painful thoughts.

Zadig walked on restless and agitated, his mind engrossed

with the hapless Astarte, with the king of Babylon, with

his faithful Cador, with the happy brigand Arbogad, and

that capricious woman whom the Babylonians had canied

off on the confines of Egypt, in short, with all the dis-

appointments and misfoi'tuues that he had cxj^erienced.

CHAPTER XVIT.

TUE FISHERMAN.

AT a distance of several leagues from Arbogad's castlo.

he found himself on the l)rink of a little riv«>r, still

dejdoring his destiny, and regarding himself as the very

type of mis«:'ry. There he saw a fialiernum. lying on the

bank. Iiardly holding in his feeble hand the net which ho
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seemed ready to drop, and lifting liis eyes towards

heaven.

" I am certainly the most wretched-oLall men," said the

fisherman. " I was, as everybody allowed, the jm_ost

famous seller of cream cheeses in Babylon, and I hasz*

been ruined. I had the prettiest wife that a man could

possess, and she has betrayed me. A mean house was

all that was left me, and I have seen it plundered and

destroyed. Having taken refuge in a hut, I have no re-

source but fishing, and I cannot catch a single fish, O my
net ! I will cast you no more into the water, it is myself

that I must cast therein."

Saying these words, he rose and advanced in the attitude

of a man about to throw himself headlong and put an end

to his life.

'* What is this V " said Zadig to himself ;
" there are men

then as miserable as I !

"

Tiagerness to save the fisherman's life rose as promptly

as this reflection. He ran towards him, stopped, and

questioned him with an air of concern and encouragement.

It is said that we are less miserable when we are not alone

in our misery. According to Zoroaster this is due, not to

malice, but to necessity ; we then feel ourselves drawn to-

wards a victim of misfortune as a fellow-sufferer. The
joy of a prosperous man would seem to us an insult ; but

two wretched mon are like two weak trees, which, leaning

together, mutually strengthen each other against the

tempest.

'*Why do you give way to your misfortunes?" said

Zadig to the fisherman.

'* Because," answered he, " I see no way out of them. I

was held in the highest estimation in the village of Derl-

Itack, near Babylon, and I made, with my wife's help, the

I'fst cream cheeses in tlie emj)irc. Queen Astarte and tlio

famous minister Zadig were passionately fond of them. I

i
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had supplied tlieir houses with six hundred cheeses, and

went one dav into town to be paid, when, on my arrival at

_Ba5}'lon, I learned that the queen and Zadig had disap-

peared. I hastened to the house of the lord Zadig, whom I

had never seen ; there I found the police officers of the Grand

liestei'ham, who, furnished with a royal warrant, were sack-

ing his house in a perfectly straightforward and orderly

juanner. I flew to the queeu's kitchens ; some of the lords

of the dresser told me that she was dead ; others said that

she was in prison ; while others again declared that sht-

"Ead taken flight ; but all assured me that I should be paid

nothing for my cheeses. I went with, my wife to the house

of the lord Orcan, who was one of my customers, and we
asked him to protect us in our distress. He granted his

protection to my wife, and refused it to me. She was

whiter than those cream cheeses with which my troubles

began, and the gleam of Tyrian purple was not more

brilliant than the carnation which animated that white-

ness. It was this which made the lord Orcan keep her

and drive me away from his house. I wrote to my dear

wife the letter of a desperate man. She said to th^

messenger who brought it

:

" Oh ! ah ! yes ! I know something of the man who
writes me this letter. I have heard people speak of him

;

they say he makes capital cream cheeses; let him send me
some, and see that he is paid for them."

" In my unhappy state I determined to have recourse
'

to justice. J! had six ounces of gold left ; I had to give

two ounces to the lawyer whom I consulted ; two to the

attorney who undertook my case, and two to the secretary of

tlie tir.st judge. When all this was done, my suit was not

yet commenced, and I had already spent more money than

my cheeses and my wife were worth. I returned to my
village, with the intention of selling my house in order ti)

recover my wife.
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" My house was well worth sixty ounces of gold, but

people saw that I was poor and forced to sell. The first

man to Avhoni I applied offered me thirty ounces for it,

the second twenty, and the third ten. I was ready at last

to take anything, so blinded was I, when a pjince of

Hyrcania came to Babylon, and ravaged all the countiy

on his way. My house was first sacked and then burned^
" Having thus lost my money, my wife, and my house,

I retired to this part of the country where you see me. I

tried to support myself by fishing, but the fishes mock me
as much as m^n do ; I take nothing, I am dying of hunger,

and had it not been for you, my illustrious consoler, I

should have perished in the river."

The fisherman did not tell his story all at once ; for

every moment Zadig in his agitation would break in with :

" What ! do you know nothing of what has befallen the

queen ? " " No, my lord," the fisherman would make
reply ; "but I know that the queen and Zadig have not

paid me for my cream cheeses, that my wife has been taken

from me, and that I am ia despair."

" I feel confident," said Zadig, " that you will not lose

all your money. I have heard people speak of this Zadig ;

he is an honest man ; and if he returns to Babylon, as he

r hopes to do, he will give you more than he owes you.

But as to your wife, who is not so honest,_X-r©eommend

you not to try to recover her. Take my advice, go to

Babylon; I shall be there before you, because I am on

horseback, and you are on foot. Apply to the most noble

Cadijr ; tell him you have met his friend, and wait for me
at his house. Go

;
perhaps you will not always be un-

happy."

"O mighty Oniiiizd," (•<)ntiiiuod he, "thou dost make

U8C of me to console this man ; of whom wilt thou make
use to console me ?

"

So saying, he gave the fisherman half i-f all the money
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he bad brought from Arabia, and the fisherman, astonished

and^delighted, kissed the feet of Cador's friend, and said

:

" You are an angel sent to save me."

Meanwhile Zadig continued to ask for news, shedding

tears as he did so.

" What ! my lord," cried the fisherman, " can you then

be unhappy, you who bestow bounty ?
"

" A huiidred times more unhappy than you," answered

Zadig.

" But how can it be,"_said_the^imple feUow, ILthatJhe

who gives is more to be pitied than him who receives ?
"

" T^enansgJ' rpplipd Zadig, " your greatest misfortime

was a hungry belly ^ and because my misery has its seat

in the heart."

"^as Orcan taken away your wife ? " said the fisher-

man. -

This question recalled all his adventures to Zadig's

mind ; he repeated the catalogue of his misfortunes, begin-

ning with the queen's bitch, up to the time of his arrival

at the castle of the brigand Arbogad. ^
" Ah !

" said he to the fisherman,(j' Qxcan de.serves to

b^jiunished. But it is generally such people as he who
are the favourites of fortunej Be that as it may, go to

the house of the lord Cador, and wait for me."

They parted ; the fisherman walked on thanking his

stars, and Zadig pressed forward still accusing his own.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

THE COCKATRICE.

TIT AVING arrived at a beautiful ineadow, he saw there

several women searching for something with great

diligence. He took the liberty of approaching one of

them, and of asking her if he might have the honour of

helping them in their search.

" Take good heed not to do that," answered the Syrian

damsel; '-what we are looking for can only be touched

with impunity by women."
" That is very strange," said Zadig ;

" may I venture to

ask you to tell me what it is that only women are allowed

to touch ?
"

I
" A cockatrice," said she.

I
"

A

^ cockatrice, madam! and for what reason, if you

please, are you looking for a cockatrice ?
"

" It is for our lord and master^ Oguly whose castle you

see on the bank of that river, at the end of the meadow.

We are his most humble slaves ; the lord Ogvil is ill, his

physician has ordered him to eat a cockatrice stewed in

rose-water, and, as it is a very rare animal, and never allows

iteclf to be taken except by women, the lord Ogul has

promised to choose for his well-beloved wife, whichever of

us shall bring him a cockatrice. Let me prosecute the

search, if you please ; for you see what it would cost me,

if I were anticipated by my cctnipanions,"

Zadig left this Syrian ^'irl and the others to look for

their cockatrice, and continued to walk through the

meadow. When he reached tlie brink of a little stream,

\v: found there another lady lying t>n the turf, bul not in

search of anything. Her figure appeared majestic, but
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her countenance was covered with a veil. She was leaning;

over the stream ; deep sighs escaped from her mouth. She

held in her hand a little rod, with which she was tracing

characters "on tlie fine sand which lay between the grass

and the stream. Zadig had the curiosity to look and see

what this woman was writing ; he drew near, and saw the

letter Z, thftn a,n A
;

Tip was astonished ; then appeared a

D ; he started. Never was there surprise to equal his,

when he saw the two last letters of his name. He remained

some time without moving ; then, breaking the silence, he

exclaimed in an agitated voice :

" noble lady ! pardon a stranger who is in distress if

he ventures to ask you by what astonishing chance I find

here the name of Zadig traced by your adorable hand."

At that voice, at those words, the lady raised her veil

with a trembling hand, turned her eyes on Zadig, uttered a

cry of tenderness, surprise, and joy, and, overcome by all

the varied emotions which simultaneously assailed her soul,

sjie fell.fainting into his arms. It was Astarte herself, it

was the queen of Babylon, it was she whom Zadig adored,

and whom he reproached himself for adoring ; it was she

for whom he had wept so much, and for whom he had so

often dreaded the worst stroke of fate. For a moment he

was deprived of the use of his senses ; then, fixing his gaze

on Astarte's eyes, which languidly opened once more
with an expression in wliich confusion was mingled with

tenderness, he cried

:

" immortal powers, who preside over the destinies of

igeble mortals ! Do ye indeed restore to me Astarte? At

what a time, in what a place, and in what a condition do I

see her again !

"

He threw himself on his knees before Astarte, and

aj "plied his forehead to the dust of her feet. The queen of

Jiiibylon lifted him up, and made him sit l)eside her on the

bank of till' strr.im, while slie rej)eatedly dried her eyes
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from which tears would soon begin again to flow. Twenty

times at least did she take up the thread of the discourse

which her sighs interrupted ; she questioned him as to

what strange chance brought them once more together,

and she anticipated his answers by suddenly asking fresh

([uestions. She began to relate her own misfortunes, and

then wished to know those of Zadig. At last, both of

them having somewhat appeased the tumult of their souls,

Zadig told her in a few words how it came to pass that he

fovmd himself in that meadow.
" But, O unhappy and honoured queen ! how is it that I

find you in this remote spot, clad as a slave, and accom-

l)anied l)y other women slaves who are searching for a

cockatrice to be stewed in rose-water by a physician's

order ?
"

'' Whilst they are looking for their cockatrice " said the

fair Astarte, " I will inform you of all that I have suffered,

and for how much I have ceased to blame heaven now that

I see you again. You know that the king, my husbanjj,

took it ill that you were the most amiable of allijien ; and

it was for this reason thatJie one night took the resolution

to have you strangled and me poisoned. . You know how

heaven permitted my little mute to give me warning of His

Sublime Majesty's orders. Hardly had the faithful Cadot

. forced you to obey me and to go away, when he ventured

to enter my chamber in the middle of the ni^t byu secret

passage. He carried me off, and brought me to the temple

t»f Orniuzd, where liis l»rotlier, the iiiagian, shut me up in a

gigantic statue, the base of which touches the foundations

of the tcnijtlc, while its head reaches to the roof. I was as

it were burled there, but wait<jd on by the magian, and iu

want of none of the neceSHaries of life. Meanwhile at day-

break His Maji'sty's apothecary entered my chamber with

a draught compounded of ht'iibanp, opiuni^l)lack helluba»er-'

and ftcoTrite-j-Tlsa another official wenttoj'our apaA-tmcut
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with a bowstring of blue silk. Both places were found

empty. Cador, the better to deceive him, went to the

king, and pretended to accuse us both. He said thaLjou
had taken the road to India, and that I had gone towards

Memphis ; so officers were sent aiter each of us.

The messengers who went in search of me did not know
me by sight, for I had hardly ever shown my face to any

man but yourself, and that in my husband's presence and
by his command. They hastened off in pursuit of me,

guided by the description that had been given them of my
person. A woman of much the same height as myself,

and who had, it may be, superior charms, presented herself

to their eyes on the borders of Egypt. She was evidently

a fugitive and in distress ; they had no doubt that this

woman was the queen of Babylon, and they brought her to

Moabdar. Their mistake at first threw the king into a

violent rage ; but ere long, taking a nearer look at the

woman, he perceived that she was very beautiful, which

gave him some consolation. She was called Missouf. I

have been told since that the name signifies in tlie Egyptian

tongue the cajjvicious beauty. Such in truth she was, but

she had as much artfulness as caprice. She pleased

Moabdar, and brought him into subjection to such a degree

that she made him declare her his wife. Thereupon her

chara(;tor developed itself in all its extravagance ; she

lessly gave herself up to every foolish freak of her imagi-

nation. She wished to compel the chief of the magi, who
was old and gouty, to dance before her ; and when he

refused she persecuted him most liitterly. Slie ordered

her master of the horse to make lier a jam tart.. In vain

did the master of the horse represent to hor that he was

not a pastry cook, ho must make the tart; and he was
driven from office because it was too much buriuMl. She
gave the post of niasttir of tlic horse to her thvarf, ;unl the

place of chancellor l/> apage. It was thus that she govcrncl
J
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Babylon, while all regretted that they had lost mer The

king, who had been a tolerably just and reasonable man
until the moment when he had determined to poison me and

to have you strangled, seemed now to have drowned his

virtues in the exorbitant love that he had for the capricious

beauty. He came to the temple on the great day of the

sacred fire, and I saw him implore the gods on behalf of

Missouf, at the feet of the image in which I was confined.

I lifted up my voice, and cried aloud to him :

"RThe gods reject the prayers of a king who is become

aftyrantljwho has been minded to put to death a sensible

Wife to marry a woman of the most extravagant whims.'—
" Moabdar was so confounded at these'words, that his

head became disordered. The oracle that I had delivered,

and Missouf's domineering temper, sufiiced to deprive

him of his senses, and in a few days he became quite mad.

A' His madness, which seemed a punishment from heaven,

was the signal for revolt. There was a^general insurrec-

tion, and all men ran to take up arms./ Babylon, so long

plunged in effeminate idleness, became the scene of a

frightful civil-war. I was drawn forth from the cavity of

my statue, and placed afthe head of on& partj^ Cador

hastened to Memphis, to bring you back to Babylon. The
prince of Hyrcania, hearing of these fatal dissensions, came

back with his army to form a third party in Chaldoa. He
attacked the King, who fled before him with liis wayward

Egyptian. Moabdar died pierced with woundsrand Missouf

fell into th(! hands of the conqueror. It was my misfor-

tune to be myself taken prisoner by a party of Hyrcaniaus,

and I was brought before the j»rince at j)recis<ly the same

time as they were bringing in Missouf. You will be pleased,

no doubt, to hear that the prince thought me more l>eau-

(iful than the Egyptian ; bvit you will be sorry to learn

that hi' dcHtinod me for liis liarem. He told me very

decidedly that as soon as In- should have (inished a military
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exi>edition which he was about to undertake, he would

come and keep ine company. You may fancy my distress !

Tlie tie that bound me to Moabdar was broken, and I

might have been Zadig's, if this barbarian had not cast

his chains around me. I answered him with all the pride

that my rank and my resentment gave me. I had always

heard it said that heaven has connected with persons of

my condition a greatness of character, which, with a word

or a look, can reduce the presumptuous to a humble sense

of that deep respect which they have dared to disregard.

I spoke like a queen, but found myself treated like a

domestic. The Hyrcanian, without deigning to address

to me even a single word, told his black eunuch that I was

a saucy minx, but that he thought me pretty ; so he bade

him take care of me, and subject me to the diet of his

favourites, that I might recover my complexion, and be

rendered more worthy of his favours by the time that he

might find it convenient to honour me with them. I told

him that I would sooner kill myself ; he answered, laugh-

ing, that there was no fear of that, and that he was used

to such displays of affectation ; whereupon he left me like

a man who has just put a parrot into his aviary. What a

state of things for the first queen in all the world,

—I will say more, for a heart which was devoted to

Zadig
!

"

At the.se word-s ho threw him.self at her knees, and

bath<'d them with tears. Astarte raised him tenderly, and

continued thus

:

,
"

"I saw myself in the power of a barbarian, and a rival

oj the_crazy woman who was my fellow-j>ris(»ner. She told

me what had bciallcn her in Egypt. I conjectured from

tlie description she gave of your person, from the time of

the occurrence, from the dromedary ou which you weiv

mounted, and from all the circumstances of the case, that

it was Zadig who had fought ou her behalf. T had no
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doubt that you were at Memphis, and resolved to betakie

myself thither.

" ' Beautiful Missouf ,' said I, ' you are much more pleas-

ing than I am, and will entertain the prince of Hyrcania

far better than I can do^^^^elp melfl ef£ectjii^_fisc*pe

;

you will then reign alone, and render me happy_in^ridding

yourself of a rival.'

" Missouf aiTanged with me the means of my flight, and

I departed secretly with an Egyptian woman slave.

" I had nearly reached Arabia, when a notorious robber,

named Arbogad, carried me off, and sold me to some mer-

chants, who brought me to this castle where the lord Ogul

resides. He bought me without knowing who I was. He
is a man of pleasure whose only object in life is good cheer,

and who is convinced that God has sent him into the world

to sit aQable;, He is excessively fat, and is constantly on

the point of suffocation. His physician, in whom he

believes little enough when his digestion is all right, exerts

a despotic sway over him whenever he has eaten too much.

He has persuaded him that lie can cure him with a

cockatrice stewed in rose-water. The lord Ogul has pro-

mised his hand to whichever of his female slaves shall

bring him a cockatrice. You see how I leave them to vie

with one another in their eagerness to win this honour,

for, since heaven has permitted me to see you again, I

have less desire than ever to find this cockatrice."

Tlicn Astarte and Zadig gave expression to all that

h'li'lcr feelings long repressed,—all that their love and mis-

fortunes could in8j)ire in hearts most generous and ardent

;

and the genii who preside over love carried their vows to

the orb of Venus.

The wonn-n r»'turne(l to Ogul's castle without having

found anything. Za<lig, having obtained an introduction,

addressed him to this effect:

" Muv immortal health descend from heaven to guard
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and keep you all your davs ! I am a physician, and am come

to you in haste on hearing the report of your sickness, and

I have brought you a cockatrice stewed in rose-water. I

have no matrimonial intentions with regard to you ; I only

ask foi^the release of a young female slave from Babylon,

who has been several days in your possession, and I con-

sent to remain in bondage in her place, if I have not the

happiness of curing the magnificent lord Ogul."

The proposal was accepted. Astarte set out for Babylon

with Zadig's Servant, having promised to send him a mes-

senger immediately to inform him of all that might have

happened. Their parting was as tender as their unex-

pected recognition. The moment of separation and the

moment of meeting again are the two most important

, epochs of life, as is written in the gi-eat book of Zenda-

vesta. Zadig loved the queen as much as he swore he did.

and the queen loved Zadig more than she professed to do.

Meanwhile Zadig spoke thus to Ogul

:

" My lord, my cockatrice is not to be eaten, all its virtue

must enter into you through the pores. I have put it into

'a little leathern case, well blown out, and covered with a

fine skin
;
you must strike this case of leather as hard as

you can, and I must send it back each time ; a few day.-?

of this treatment will show you what my art can do."^'

The first day Ogul was quite out of breath, and thought

that he should die of fatigue. The second day he was less

exhausted, and slept better. In a week's time he had

gained all the strength, health, Tightness, and good spirits

^oFTiis most robust years.

' "TViu have played at liall, and you have been temperate."

said Zadig; " b«'lieve me, there is no such creature in

nature as a cockatrice, but with temperance and exercise

' Compfiro tlie Btory c»f tho (Jnviaii king an<l the sago Diirbiiii in

tliK " .'Vrabian NigliUi' Enturtaintncnt."
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one is always -well, and the art of combining intemperance^

and liealth is as chimerical as the philosopher's stoned-

judicial astrology, and the theology of the magi."

Ogul's former physician, perceiving how dangerous this

man was to the cause of medicine, conspired with his pri-

vate apothecary to despatch Zadig to hunt for cockatrices in

the other world. Thus, after having already been punished

so often for having done good, he was again nearly perish-

ing for having healed a gluttonous nobleman. He was

invited to a grand dinner, and was to have been poisoned

during the second course ; but whilst they were at the first

he received a message from the fair Astarte, at which he

left the table, and took his depai-ture. " When one is

loved by a beautiful woman," says the great Zoroaster,

" one is always extricated out of every scrape."

CHAPTER XIX.

THE TOURNAMENT.

''T'nE queen had been received at Babylon with the

'- enthusiasm which is always shown for a beautiful

princess who has been mifortunate. Babylon at that time

seemed more jieaceful. \ The prince of Hyrcania had been

killed in a battle ; and the victorious Babylonians declared

that Astarte should marry the man whom they might elect

for monarch. They did not desire that the first position

in the world, naiiifly, that of Ix'iug huslnind of Astarte and

kiug of Babylon, should deju-nd upon intrigues and cabals.

They took an_oatk-lfi_j;cknowledge_as thoirjfing the man
whom they ahttuld find bravest and wisest. J Spacious list*v

Hiirrouiided by an amphitheatre sjdendidly decorated, were

formed at a distance of several leagues from the cit}'. The



ZADIG, OR DESTINY. 12"

oombatants were to repair thither armed at all poiuts.

Each of them had separate quarters behind the amphi-

theatre, where he was to be neither seen nor visited by

[anyone. It was necessary to enter the lists four times,

,

and those who should be successful enough to defeat four

cavaliers were thereupon to fight against each other, and

the one who should finally remain master of the field

shouldjje proclaimed victor of the tournament. He was

to return four days afterwards with the same arms, and

try to solve the riddles which the magi would propound.

If he could not solve the riddles, he was not to be king,

and it would be necessary to begin the jousts over again,

until a knight should be found victorious in both sorts of

contest ; for they wished to have a king braver and wiser

than any other JnaJi^ The queen, during all this time,

was to be strictly guarded ; she was only allowed to be

jiresent at the games covered with a veil, and she was uot

permitted to speak to any of the competitors, in order to

avoid either favouritism or injustice.

Til is was the intelligence that Astarte sent her lover,

hoping that for her sake he would display greater valour

and wisdom than anyone else. So he took his departure,

entreating Venus to fortify his courage and enlighten his

mind . He arrived on the banks of the Euphrates the

evening before the great day, and caused his device to be

inscribed among those of the combatants, concealing his

(•ountenanfo and his name, as llu- law required. Then he

went to take repose in the lodging that was assigned him
by lot. His friend Cador, who had returned to Babylon,

after having vainly searched for him in Egypt, despatched

to Ills quarters a complete suit of armour which was the

queen's present. He also sent him, on her behalf, the

tiueat ateed in Persia^ Zadig recognised the hand of

Astarte ia the.se gifts ; his courage and his love gained

thereby new energy and new hopes.
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On the morrow, the queen having taken her place under

a jewelled canopy, and the amphitheatre being filled with

ladies and persons of every rank in Babylon, _the_Cfii»^

batants appeared . in the ajyria. Each of them came and

laid his device at the feet of the grand magian. The

devices were drawn by lot, and Zadig's happened to be the

last. The first who advanced was a very rich lord named
Itobad, exceedingly vain, but with little courage, skill, or

judgment. His servants had persuaded him that such a

man as he ought to be king ; and he had answered them

:

" Such a man as I ought to reign," So they had armed
,hittt from head to foot. He had golden armour enamelled

with green, a green plume, and a lance decked with green

ribbons. It was evident at once, from the manner in

which Itobad managed his horse, that it was not for such

i

—

CLijian as he that heaven reserved the sceptre of Babylon.

The first knight who tilted against him unhorsed him ; the

second upset him so that he lay on his horse's crupper

with both his legs in the air and arms extended. Itobad

recovered his seat, but in such an ungainly fashion that all

the spectators began to laugh. The third did not con-

descend to use his lance, but after making a pass at him,

took him by the right leg, turned him half round, and let

him drop on the sand. The squires of the tourney ran up
to him laughing, and replaced him on his saddle. The
fourth comljutant seized him by the left leg, and made him
fall on the other side. He was accompanied with loud

jeers to his quarters, whei'e he was to pass the night

according to the law of the games ; and he said as he

yiinped along with diihciilty: "What an experience for

piich a man as I !

"

The other knights acquitted themselves better. There

were some who defeated two antagonists one after the

other, a few went as far as throe, but the prince^Qtauu"

was the only one who conquered lour. At last Zadig tilted
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in his turn; he unseated four cavaliers in succession in the

most graceful manner possible. ^I^_then remained to be

seen whether Otarae or Zadig would be the victor. The

arms of the former were blue and gold, with a plume of

the same colour, while those oi.^adig were white. The

sympathies of all were divided between the knight in blue

and the knight in white The queen, whose heart was

throbbing violently, put up prayers to heaven that the

white might be the winning colour.

The two champions made passes and wheeled round with

such agility, they dehvered such dexterous thrusts, and sat

so firmly on their saddles, that all the spectators, except

the queen, wished that there might be two kings in

Babylon. At last, their chargers being exhausted, and

their lances broken^_Zadig hjid recourse to this stratagem :

he steps behind the blue prince, leaps upon the crupjier of

his horse, seizes him by the waist, hurls him down, takes

his place in the saddle, and prances round Otame, as he

lies stretched upon the ground. All the amphitheatre

shouts :
" Victory to the white cavalier !

" ^Otanie rises,

indignant at his disgiuce. and draws his sword ; Zadig

springs off the horse's back, sabre in hand. Then, lo and

B^c'hold ! both of them on foot in the arena begin a new
conflict, in which strength and agility by tui^us prevail

Tlie i)lumes of their helmets, the rivets of their ann-pieces.

the links of their armour, fly far afield uuder a thousand

i-aj>id blows. With point and edge they thrust and cut, to

eight and left, now on the head, and now on the chest

;

they retreat, they advance, they measure swords, they come
to close quarters, they wre8th\ they twine like serpents,

they attack each other like lions; sparks are sent forth

every moment from their clashing swords, ^t last Zadig.

reeovering his cooIupss for an instant, stopi5, makes a feint,

and then rushes upon Otame, brings Wun to tlie gmmid.
and disarms him. when the vanquishe.l prince exclaims

:
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"O white cavalier! you it is -who slioiild reign over

Babylon."

The qnpAn's joy wait-a474fs-f4rmnv The cavalier in bkie

and the cavalier in white were conducted each to his own

lodging, as well as all the others, in due accordance with

the law. Mutes came to attend them and to bring them

food. It may be easily guessed that the queen's little

mute was the one who waited on Zadig. THen they were

left to sleep alone until the morning of the next day,

when the conqueror was to bring his device to the grajid

magian to be compared with the roll, and to make hiinself

known.

In sj^i1:£_nf his 1^^^ Zarlig slgjiL-gfll'^'^V enough, so

tired yas he. Itobad^ who layi nean him, did not sleep a

wink. He rose in-th£__iiiglit^ entered Zadig's quarters,

took away his white arms and his device, and left his own

green armour in their place. As soon as it was daylight,

he went up boldly to the grand magian, and announced

that such a man as he was victor. This was unexpected,

but his success was proclaimed while Zadig was still asleep.

Astarte, surprised, and with despair at her heart, returned

to Babylon. The whole amphitheatre was already almost

empty when Zadig awoke ; he looked for his arms, and

found only the green armour. He was obligecTto puf it

on, having nothing else near him. Astonished and indig-

nant, he armed himself in a rage, and stepped forth in

that guise.

All the peo])le who were h'ft in the amphitheatre and,*

an*na greeted him with jeers. They pressed roiuid him

and insulted him lo his fac<'. Nev»'r did man endnre sue

hitter mortificatiou. He lust })atience, and with his drawn?

Bword dispersed the mob which dared to molest him; but

he knew not what course to adopt. He could not see the

(jueen, nor could he lay claim to the white armour which

hhe had sent liim. witliout compromising her; so that,

d#
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while she was plunged in grief, lie was tortured with

ruge and perplexity. He walked along the hanks of the

Euphrates, convinced that his star had marked him out

for inevitable misery, reviewing in his mind all the mis-

fortunes he had suffered, since his experience of the woman
who hated one-eved men up to this present loss of his_

armour., -
'"^

'

" See what comes," said he, " of awaking too late ; if I

liad\8lept less, I should now be king of Babylon and

liusba^A of Astarte. Knowledge, conduct, and courage-

have never sM^vgd'to bring me anything but trouble."

At last, murmurs against[Providence escaped him, and

lie was tempted to believe that the world was governed by

a cniel destiny, which oppressed the good, and brought

pjiosperity -to cavaliers in green. One of his worst griev-

ances was to be obliged to wear that green armour which

drew such ridicule upon him ; and he sold it to a passing

merchant at a low price, taking in exchange from the mer-

chant a gown and a nightcap. In this garb he paced be-

side the Euphrates, filled with desj)air, and secretly accusing

Providence for always persecuting him.

W
CHAPTER XX.

THR HEEMIT.'

'HILE walking thus, Zadig met a hermit, whose white

and venerable beard descended tQ hif g'Mlft. He
held in his hand a book which he was reading attentivelv.

Zadig stoj'ped, and made him a profound obeisance. The

' Tliis vornioii of a iiionil tule, fimiiliar tu the l',nj;li.s|i r<'a<I«T

from I'arnoU'H " llenuit," lias a >.o\ircc at k'a>t as ancient as the

niediuval " (u-stu lumianoruin."
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hermit returned his salutation with an air^so noble and
attractive, that Zadig had the curiosity to enter into con-

versation with him. He asked him what book he was

reading.
~^'^~"—

—

"Tt is the boQk_of destiny." said theherm.it; "doybTT
desire to read aught therein r'

**

He placed the book in Zadig's hands, but he, learned as

he was in several languages^ could not decipher a single,

character in the book. This increased his curiosity yet more.^

" You seem to me much vexed," said the good father.

" Alas ! and with only too much reason
!

" answered

Zadig.

" If you will allow me to accompany you," rejoined the

old man, " perhaps I may be of service to you ; I have

sometimes poured consolation into the souls of the un-

happy." —~
~

The hermit's- aspects his beard, and his book, inspired

(Zadig with respect. He found in conversing with him the

ligbit of a superior mind. The hermit spoke of destiny, of

justice, of morality, of the chief good, of human frailty,

of virtue, and of vice, with an eloquence so lively and

touching, that Zadig felt himself drawn towards him by

an irresistible charm. He earnestly besought him not to

leave him, until they should return to Babylon.
" I myself ask the same favour of you," said the old

man; " swear to me by Ormuzd that you will not part from

me for some days to come, whaU^ver I may do."

Zadig swore not to do so, and they set out together.

•The two travellers arrivecl that evening at a magnificout

ciistlc, when' thf hermit craved li(>8])i1ality for himself and

for the young man who accompanied him. The porter,

who might liave been taken for a distinguislied nobleman,

iiitritduced them with a sort of disdainful politeness.

Tliey were presented to one of the principal domestic-;,

who showed thrni tlie master's splendid a} ajrlmcuts. Thev
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uore_admitte<3r to the lower end of his table, -nithout being

liuiiDorecL even with a look from the lord of the castle ; but

tlit'v were served like the others, with elegance and pro-

fusion. A golden bowl studded with emeralds and rubies

was afterwards brought them, wherein to wash their hands.

For the night thej were consigned to fine sleeping apart-

iiunts, and in the morning a servant brought each of them
a piece of gold, after which they were courteously dis-

ijiissed.

" The master of the house," said Zadig, when they were

iiiriin on their way, 'Iseems to me to be a generous man,
Ijiit a little too proud ; he practises a noble hospitality."

As he said these words, he perceived that a very wide

sort of pocket which the hermit was wearing appeared

stretched and stuffed out, and he caught sight of the goldeu

bowl adorned with precious stones, which the hermit had m
stolen. He did not at first venture to take any notice of

'

it, but he experienced a strange surpris^»

Towards midday, the hermit presented himself at the

door of a very small house, inhabited by a very rich miser,

of wh^m be begged hospitable entertainment for a few

hours. An old servant, meanly clad, received them roughly,

and conducted the hermit and Zadig to the stable, where

some rotten olives, mouldy bread, and sour beer were

given them. The hermit ate and drank with as contented

an air as on the evening before ; then, turning to the old

servant who was watching them both to see that they stole

nothing, and who k«'pt urging them to go, he gave him

t Imj two piece** of gold which he had received that morning,

and tlianked him for all liis attentions.

"Pray," added he, "let me sjiciik a word to your

luastrr."

'J'he astonished servant introduced the two strangers.

" Magnificent lord," said the hermit. " I cannot refrain

from offering you my must hiimlile thanks for the noble
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manner in which you have treated us ; deign to accept this

golden bowl as a slight token of niv gratitude."

The miser almost fell backward from his seat, but the

hermit, not giving him time to recover from his sudden

surprise, departed with his young companion as quickly as

lossible.

" Father," said Zadig, " what is all this that I see ? You
lo not seem to me to resemble other men in anything that

'you do
;
yousteal a bnwl nidorne'l with precious stones

I

from a nobleman who entertained you sumptuously, and

you give it to a miser who treats you with indignity."

" My son," replied the old man, " that pompous person,

who entertains strangers only out of vanity, and to excite

admiration of his riches, will learn a needful lesson, while

_the miser will be taught to practise hospitality ; be aston-

ished at nothing, and follow me."

Zadig was still uncertain whether he had to do with a

man more foolish or more wise than all other men ; but

the hermit spoke with a tone of such superiority, that

Zadig, bound besides by his oath, felt constrained to follow

him.

In the evening they arrived at a house built in a pleas-

ing but simple style, where nothing betokened either prodi-

gality or avarice. The master was a philosopli^ who,

retired from the world, i>ursued in peace the study of wis-

dom and virtue, and who, nevertheless, felt life no tedious

bunh'n. It luul jileased him to build this retreat, into

which lie welcomed strangers with a genen>sity which was

free from ostentation. He went himself to meet the

travellers, and ushered them irfto a comfortable apartment,

where he first left them to repose awhile. Some time

alterwards he came in person to invite them to a clean

and well-cooked meal, during which he sj)oke with great

good senHe about the latest revolutions in Babylon. —He
seemed sincerely attached to the (pieen, and expressed a
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wish that Zadig had appeared in the lists as a competitor

for the crown.

" But mankind^' added he, " do not deserve to have a

king like Zadig."

The latter blushed, and felt his disappointment return

th double force. In the course of conversation it was

oerall^ agreed_that matters in this world do not always

lull out as the wisest men would wish. The hermit main-

tained throughout that we are ignorant of the ways of Pro-

vidence, and that men are wrong in judging of the whole by

the very small part which alone they are able to perceive.

They spoke of the ]»assions. " Ah ! how fatal they are !

"

said Zadig.

"They are the winds that swell the sails of the vessel,"

replied the hermit; " they sometimes sink the vessel, but

it could not make way without them. The bile makes

men choleric and sick, but without the bile they could not

live. Everything here below has its danger, and yet every-

thing is necessary."

Then they spoke of pleasure, and the hermit proved that

it is a gift of the Deity.

"For," said he, " man can give himself neither sensation

nor idea, he receives them all
;
pain and pleasure come to

liim from without like his very existence."

Zadig marvelled how a man who had acted so extrava-

gantly could argue so well. At length, after a discourse

as profitable as it was agreeal^le, their host conducted the

two travflU'rs back to their apartment, blessing heaven for

having sent him two men so virtuous and so wise pand he

offered them money in a frank and ea.sy manner that could

give no offence. The hermit, however, refnsed it, and told

him that lie must now take leave of him, as he purpo.><ed

dt'i>artiug for IJabylon before morning. Their parting was

aff(H;tionat»\ Zadig especially bit full of esteem and love

for .so amiaMt^ a man.
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When the hermit and he were alone in their chamber,

thej passed a long time in jiraising their host. The old

man at daybreak awoke his comrade.

" We must start," said he, " while all the household is

asleep. I wish to leave this man a token of my regard

and affection."

Saying these words, he seized a light, and set fire to the

house. Zadig uttered a cry of horror, and would fain have

I)revented him from committing so dreadful a deed, but

the hermit dragged him away by superior force, and the

house was soon in flames. The hermit, who was now at

a safe distance with his companion, calmly watched it

Himing. ----^^ \
" Than^Gcod-P^said he f "there goes the house of my-

dear host, destroyed from basement to roof! Happy
man!" ~- .-

At these words Zadig was tempted at once to burst out

laughing, to overwhelm the reverend father with re-

proaches, to beat liim, and to fly from him ; but he did

none of these things ; still ovt'rawed by the hermit's

<lominating influence, he followed him in spite of himself

to their last quarters for the night.

It was at the house of a charitable and virtuous widow,

who had a n»'j>]K'w fourteen years of age, full of engaging

<lualitios, and her only hope. She did the honours of her

house as well as she could, and on the morrow alie bade

her n('])hew conduct tlio travellers as far as a bridge which,

liaving broken tlown a sliort time before. wa« \\o\s dangcr-

uus to cross. The lad walked Ix'fore them with alacrity.

Wlien they were on the bridge, the hennit said to the

youth :

"Come, I nniKt prove niy gratitude to your aunt."

Tlien li«' Hi'izcd liim Ity tlu' h:iir, and threw him into the

rirer. The boy sank, rose for a nionicnt above the water,

an'l wa.s then Hwallowed up by tlie ft)rienl.
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" O monster ! Most wickecl of all mankind !
" exclaimed

Zadig.

"You promised to be more patient," said the hermit,

interrupting: him. "Know that under the ruins of thatri

i:ouse to which Providence set fire, the master has found I

111 immense treasure; and that this youth, whose neck I

I'lovidence has twisted," would have murdered his aunt/

V. ithin a year, and yourself within two." —

*

" Savage, who told you so ? " cried Zadig ;
" and though

V. iu may have read this event in your book of" destiny, are

\ < 'U allowed to drown a child who has done you no

i.arm?"

Wliile the Babylonian was speaking, he perceived that

till' old man had no longer a beard, and that his counte-

nance assumed the features of youth. Thejiabit of a her-

mit disappeared ; four beautiful wings covered a form

majestic and glittering with hght.

" O messenger from heaven ! Divine angel
!

" cried

Zadig, falling on his knees ;
" art thou then descended from

the em}>yrean to teach a feeble mortal to submit to the

eternal decrees?
"

" Mankind," said the angel Jesrad, " judge of everything

when knowing nothing ; of all men you were the one who

most deserved to be enlightenedT"

Zadig asked if he might have permission to speak.

" I distrust myself," said he, " but m;iy I venture to ask

tjiee to resolve my doubt P \Vould it not havo been belter

to have correct^'d this youth, and tx) have rendered him

virtuous, than to drown him?"

' Tlie pliroKe would liavc \nvn more nii|ii(i|iiiato if Volliiire lia<l

followed I'liriielis version of this inciilcnt.

*' Ik'foie the |iil^riiiis jxirt, tlie Noun^'er crept

Near the closed cnidle wliere uii iiifjiiil ^Irpt.

And wiillied Wis neck," ete.

("Tlie lierniit. II. I."i0 I ".:i.)
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Jesrad answered :
" If lie had been virtuous, and had

continued to live, it would have been his destiny to l)e_

murdered himself, together with the wife he :jEas to-marrvy

and the son whom she was to bear."

" What !
" said Zadig, "is it inevitable then that there

should be crimes and misfortunes ? The misfortunes'too,^

fall upon the good !

"

"The wicked^!I_^nswered Jesrad, "are alw ays,4mhappy
[_

they serve to try a small number of rigliteous men scattered

over the earth, and there is no evil from which some good

does not spring.'^

"But," said Zadig, " what if there were only good, and

no evil at all?
"

" Then," answered Jesrad, " this earth wonld be another

world, the chain of events would be ordei'ed by wisdom of

another kind ; and this order, which would be perfect, can

only exist in the eternal abode of the Supreme Being,

which evil cannot approach. He has created milUons of

worTcIs, noF~one of which can resemble another. This

boundless variety is an attribute of His boundless power.

There are not two leaves of a tree upon this earth, nor two

globes in the infinite fi.-lds of heaven, which are alike, and

everything that you see on this little atom where you have

been lx)rn must fill its own place, and exist in its own fixed

time, according to the immutable decrees of Him who
embraces all. Men think that this child who has just

]>erislu'd fell into the wat r by accident, that it was by

accident likewise that that house was burned ; but there ia^

jio^uch thing as accident ; all that takes place is either a

trialt.or a punislnnent. or a reward, or a providential dis-

[MJn.satiou.'" lictncniber that fishernum who deemed himself

the most miserable of men. Ormuzd sent you to change

his destiny. ^T^'^iji)'^ mrtrfnl, rieasc to dispute against that

which it is your duty to adore."

"Ifut," said Zadig -—
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As the word was on his lips, the augel was already wing-

incr his way towards the teuth sphere. Zadig on his knees

:; I'll 'I Providene^ftad was resigned^- The angel cried to

hiui from on high :

" Take your way towards Babylon."

CHAPTER XXI.

THE RIDDLES.

'VADIG, in a state of bewilderment, and like a man at

'' whose side the lightning has fallen, walked on at

riudoui. He entered Babylon on the day when those who
i .id contended in the lists were already assembled in the

^'rand vestibule of the palace to solve the riddles, and to

answer the questions of the grand magian. All the knights

were there, except him of the green armour. As soon as

Zadig appeared in the city, the people gathered round

him ; they could not satisfy their eyes with the sight of

him, their mouth.s with blessing him, or their hearts with

wiiihiug liim to be king. The Envious man saw him pass,

trembled, and turned aside, while the people escorted him
to the place of assembly. The queen, to whom his arrival

was announced, became a prey to the agitation of fear and

li()I>e; she was devoured with imeasiness, and could not

eomprehend why Zadig was unarmed, and how it came to

pass that Itobad wore the white armour. A confused

murmur arose at the sight of Zadig. All were surprised

and dt'Hglitcd to see him again; but only the kiiighls wlio

had taken part in tlie tounmnicnt wore pt-rniitted to appear

in the assembly.

" I have fought like the others," said he ;
" but another

here wears niv annmir, and, while I mu.st wait to have the



140 Voltaire's tales.

honour of proving it, I ask leave to present myself in order

to explain the riddles."

The question was put to the vote ; his reputation for

integrity was still so deeply impressed on the minds of all,

that there was no hesitation about admitting him.

The grand magian first proposed this question :

" What, of all things in the world, is alike the longest

and the shortest, the quickest and the slowest, the most

minutely divided and the most widely extended, the most

neglected and the most regretted, without which nothing

can be done, which devours everything that is little, and

confers life on eveiything that is gi'eat V
"

Itobad was to speak first ; he answered that such a man
as he understood nothing about riddles, that it was enough

for him to have conquered by the might of his arm. Some

said that the answer to the riddle was<factuae-; according

to others it was the earth, and according to others again

light. Zadig said that it was time|:

" Nothing is longer," added he, " since it is the measure

of eternity ; nothing is shorter, since it fails to accomplish

our projects. There is nothing slower to one who waits,

nothing quicker to one who enjoys. It extends to infinity

in greatness, it is infinitely divisible in minuteness. All

men neglect it, all regret its loss. Nothing is done with-

out it It buries in oblivion all that is unworthy. of being

handed down to })osterity ; and it confers immortality

upon all things that are great."

The assembly agreed that Zadig's answer was the right

one.

The next question was :

" VViiat is itwhicli we receive without acknowledg-

ment, which we enjoy without knowing liow, which we

bestow on others when we knt)W nothing about it, and

wliich we lose without jjercfiving the loss?"

Everybody hadluHowiH-xplaniition. Zadiij alone guessed
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I liat it was) life , and explained all the other riddles with the

same readiness. Itobad said on each occasion that nothing

was easier, and that he would have come to the same con-

( lusion with equal facility, if he had cared to give himself

ilic trouble. Questions were afterwards pro])Ounded on

j
'.istice, the chief good, and the art of government. Zadig's

replies were pronounced the soundest.

" What a pity," it was said, " that one whose judgment
is so good should be so bad a knight !

"

-— " Illustrious lords," said Zadig, " I have had the honour

of conquering in the lists. It is to me that the white

armour belongs. The lord Itobad possessed himself of it

while I slept ; he thought, apparently, that it would become
him better than the green. I am ready to prove upon his

_2>erson forthwith before you all, in this garb and armed
only with my sword, against all this fine white armour
which he has stolen from me, that it was I who had the

honour of vanquishing l>rave Otame."

Itobad accepted the challenge with the greatest confi-

dence. He felt no doubt that, armed as he was with

helmet, breastplate, and brassarts, he would soon si e the

last of a chami)iun arrayed in a nightcap and a dressing

gt)wu. Zadig drew his sword, and saluted the queen, who
gazed on him with the deepest einotiou of mingled joy and

ularm. Itobad unsheathed his weapon without saluting

anyone. He advanced upon Zadig like a man who had
nothing to fear, and made ready to cleave his head open.

Zadig adroitly parried the stroke, opposing the strongest

part of his sword to the weakest part of tliat of his adver-

sary, in such a way that Itobad's l)l;id(' was broken. Then

Zadig, H<'i/.iiig bis fnt-iny rouml thf wai.st. hurh'd liini to

the ground, and, holding Ihi- point of his sword where t'.ie

breastplate en<]t'd, said :

"Submit to be disarniril, or 1 take your liff."

Itobad, wlio was always s irpri.^cd at any <bsgrace whi< h
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befell such a man as he, suffered Zadig to do what he

pleased, who peaceably relieved him of his splendid helmet,

his superb breastplate, his fine brassarts, and his glittering

thigh-pieces, put them on himself again, and ran in this

array to throw himself at Astarte's knees.

Cador had no difficulty in proving that the armour be-

longed to Zadig. He was acknowledged king by unanimous

consent, and most of all by Astarte, who tasted, after so

many adversities, the delight of seeing her lover regarded 1 ly

all the world as worthy of being her husband. Itobad went

away to hear himself called his lordship in his own house.

Zadig was made king, and ho was happy. "What the angel

Jesrad had said to him was present to his mind, and he

even remembered the grain of sand which became a

diamond. TJ^e queen and he together adored Providence.

Zadig left the beautiful and capricious Missouf to range

the world at will. He sent in search of the brigand

Arbogad, gave him an honourable post in his army, and

promised to promote him to the highest rank, if he behaved

himself like a true warrior, but threatened to have him

hanged, if he followed the trade of a robber.

Setoc was summoned from the heart of Ai-abia, together

with the fair Almona, and set at the head of the commerce

of Babylon. Cadur was loved and honoured, receiving an

appoiiitnieut sTTrTTas his services deserved; he was theking's

friend, aud Zadig was then the only monarch upon earth

whoEaxToSL-jrhe liffte ftrnte wailiot forgotten. A fine

house was given to tlic fisherman, while Orcan was con-

demned to pay him a large sum, and to give him back

his wife ; but the fisherman, now grown wise, took the

money only.

Tlie fair St-niira was inconsolable for having believed

that Zalig woiiM l)o blind of an eye; and Azora never

t-eascd liinrnting tliat she had wished to cut off his nose"

Hesoothf.l tliiir sorrow wit'u presents. The Envious man
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fli^.l of rage and shame. / The empire enjoyed peace,

i:l'>ry, and abundance ; that age was the best which the

' artli had known, for it was ruTedn^y Jifstioe and by love.^

AttTiign blessed Zadig, and Zadig blessed heaven.
]

[The manuscript containing Zatlig's history ends here. We know
that he experienced many other adventures which liave been faith-

fully recorded. Inter])reters of oriental tonfj^ies are requested, if

they should meet with any such records, to make tliem public]
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NOTICE BY THE AUTHOR.

In all we undertake to inu>s the ivay :

T/uit is, alas ! our destinedfate, it seems.

My brain at morn with unsest projects teems,

Whilefolly chases fully all the day.

npHIS little verse pretty aptly describes a large number
'' of those who pride themselves on the possession of

reason ; and it is odd enough to see a grave director

of souls ending his career in the criminal dock beside a

fraudulent bankrupt. ' In connection with this case, we
eprint the following little tale here, though it had its

>rigin elsewhere ; for it is well that it should be known
far and wide.

Meninon one day conceived the irrational design of being

perfectly wise and prudent. There are very few persons

«rho have not at some time or other had foolish thoughts

)f this kind pa.ss tlirough their heads. Memnon said to

limHclf: "In order to be very wise, and consequently

ery happy, one has only to be without passiims ; and

lothing is easier than that, as everybody knows. In the

irst place, I will never fall in love with a woman, for I will

' liillunl iiiiil llio .Vl>bc CirizuL
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say to mjseK, whenever I see a sample of perfect beauty

:

' Those cheeks will one day be wrinkled, those fine eyes will

be rimmed with red, that swelling bosom will be flat and

flabby, that lovely head will become bald.' I have only to

see her now with the same eyes as those with which I shall

see her then, and assuredly my head will not be turned by

the sight of hers.

" In the second place, I will be always sober and tem-

perate
;

good cheer, delicious wines, and the seductive

charms of social intercourse will tempt me in vain. I shall

have nothing to do but to bring before my mind the results

of excess in a heavy head, a disordered stomach, the loss ot

reason, of health, and of time ; and then I shall eat only

for necessity, my health will be always well balanced, my
thoughts always bright and clear. All this is so easy that

there is no merit in such attainments.

" In the next place," said Memnon, "I must give a little

consideration to my property; my desires are moderate, my
wealth is well bestowed with the Receiver-General of the

revenues of Nineveh, I have enough to support myself in

indepeudence, and that is the greatest of blessings. I shall

never be under the cruel necessity of cringing and flatter-

ing ; I shall envy nobody, and nobody will envy me. All

that is still very easy. I'have friends," continued he, " and
I shall keep them, for they will have nothing to quarrel

al>out with me. I will never be out of temper with them
uor they witli me

; that is a mutter that presents n

difficulty."

Having thus laid down his little scheme of wisdom am
j)ru«lenc<! in his cliiimlifr, Memnon j)ut his head out of the]

window, and saw two women walking up and down unde;

some plane trees near his house. One of them was old, an
appeared to have nothing on her mind ; the other waJ

y<Mnig and pretty, and seemed to be lost in tlioiiglit. Sho

Highed, 8hcwej>t, and her .sighs and tears only added to her

i
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charms. Our sage was touched, not, of covirse, by the lady's

beauty (he was quite confident of being above such weak-

ness as that), but by the distress in which he saw her. He
went down and accosted the fair Ninevite, with the inten-

tion of ministering wise consolation. That charming young

person related to him, with the most simple and affecting

air, all the injury done her by an uncle, who did not exist

;

she told him by what tricks he had deprived her of a for-

tune, which she had never possessed, and all that she had
to fear from his violence.

" You seem to me," said she, " a man of such excellent

judgment and good sense, that if you would only conde-

scend to come to my house and inquire into my affairs, I

feel sure that you could extricate me from the cruel em-
barrassment in which I find myself."

Memnon had no hesitation in following her, in order to

make a judicious examination of her affairs, and to give her

good advice.

The afflicted lady led him into a sweetly-scented chamber,

and politely made him sit down with her on a large otto-

man, where they botli remained awhile, with legs crossed,

facing each other. When the lady spoke she lowered her

eyes, from which tears sometimes escaped, and, when she

raised them, they always met the gaze of the sage Memnon.
Her language was full of a tenderness which grew more
tender each time that they exchanged glances. Memnon
took her affairs zealously to heart, and every moment felt

an increasing desire to oblige a maiden so modest and so

unfortunate. By imperceptible degrees, as their conversa-

tion grew warmer, tliey ceas<'d to sit o]>])Osite, and their

h'gs were no longer crossed. Memnon pressed her so

closely with good advice, and bestowed such tender admo-

nitions, that neither of them could any longer talk about

business, nor did they well know what they were about.

While they were thus engni^ed, the uncle, as might have
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been expected, arriA-ed upou the sceue. He was armed
from head to foot ; and the first thing he said Asas that

he was going to kill, as was only just and proper, both the

sage Memnon and his niece ; the last remark that escaped

him was that he might possibly pardon them for a large

sum of money. Memnon was obliged to give him all that

he had about him. In those times, foi'tunately, it was pos-

sible to get off as cheaply as that. America had not yet

been discovered, and distressed damsels were not nearly so

dangerous as they are nowadays.

Memnon returned home disconsolate and ashamed, and

found a note there inviting him to dine with some of his

most intimate friends.

" If I stay at home alone." said he, " I shall have my
thoughts taken up with my unfortunate adventure ; I

shall be unable to eat anything, and shall certainly fall

ill ; it will be much better to take a frugal meal with

my intimate friends. In the pleasure of their company I

shall forget the piece of folly that I have committed this

morning."

He goes to meet his friends, who find him a little out of

spirits, and persuade him to drink away his melancholy.

A little wine taken in moderation is a medicine for mind
and body. So thinks the sage Memnon, and proceeds to

get tipsy. Play is proposed after dinner. A modest game
with one's friends is a blameless pastime. He ])lays, loses

all that he has in his purse, and four times as much on his

promise to pay. A dispute arises over the game, and the

quarrel grows hot ; one of his intimate friends throws a

diff-box at his head, and juits out an eye. The sage

M<-iuuou is carried home drunk, without any money, and

witli one eye less than wlien he went.

After lie had slept hinisi-lf soIkt, and his brain was grown

a little clearer, he sent his servant for some of the money
whicli Ik- had lodg^'d with tla- Receiver-General of the
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revenues of Nineveh, in order to pay what he owed to his

Ultimate friends. He was told that his debtor had that

very morning been declared a fraudulent bankrupt, an an-

II iuncement which had thrown a hundred families into con-

st -rnation. Memnon, in a state bordering on distraction,

went to court with a plaster over his eye and a petition in

his hand to solicit justice of the king against the bankrupt.

III an antechanaber he met a number of ladies, all wearing

with apparent ease hoops twenty-four feet in circumference.

(Jul- of these ladies, who knew him slightly, exclaimed with

;i sidelong glance :
" Oh, what a horror !

" Another, who
\v;ts on more familiar terms with him, addressed him
thus :

" Grood evening, Mr. Memnon. It is indeed a pleasure

I see you, Mr. Memnon. By the way, Mr. Memnon, how
I- it you have lost an eye? " And she passed on without

]' I using for an answer. Memnon hid himself in a corner,

;i 1 1 awaited the moment when he might cast himself at the

III iiiarch's feet. That moment came; he kissed the ground
liiiii^e, and pres<.'nted his petition. His gracious Majesty

1. ' .'ived him very favourably, and gave the document to

one of his satraps to report upon it. The satrap drew
Memnon aside, and said :

*' What a comical kind of one-eyed fool you are, to

address yourself to tlie king raflier than to me I And still

more ridiculous to dare to demand justice against a respect-

able bankrupt, whom I honour with my protection, and who
is the nephew of my mistress's waiting maid. Let this

matter drop, my friend, if yo»i wish to keep the eye you
still have left you."

Thus Memnon, after having in the morning renoum-ed
the blandishments of women, intemperance at table, gam-
bling and quarrelling, and more than all el.so the court, hud
ere iiiLrh!f;ill l>eeii <:ijoled and robbetl by a fair tleeeiver.

ha<l dniiik to excess, played liigh, been concerned in a
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quarrel, had an eye put out, and beeu to court, where he

luid been treated with contempt and derision.

Petrified with astonishment, and cnished with vexation,

he turned his steps homeward, sick at heart. Intending to

enter his house, he found baihffs in possession removing

the furniture on behalf of his creditors. Almost fainting,

he seated himself under a plane tree, and there encountered

the fair lady who had victimised him in the morning ; she

was walking with her dear uncle, and burst out laughing

when she saw Memnou with the patch over his eye. Night

came on ; and he laid himself down on some straw beside

the walls of his house. There he was seized with ague, and

in one of the fits he fell asleep, when a celestial spirit

appeared to him in a dream.

He was all glittering with light. He had six beautiful

wings, but no feet, nor head, nor tail, and was like nothing

he had ever seen before.

" Who art thou ? " said Memnon.
"Thy good genius," answered the other.

" Give me back my eye then, my health, my house, my
property, and my prudence," said Memnon. Thereupon he

told him how he had lost them all in one day.

" Such adventures as those never befall us in the world

which we inhabit," said the s])irit.

"And what world do you inhabit?" asked the afflicted

mortal.

" My lioino," rei)liod ho, " is at a distance of five hundred

millions of leagues from the sun, in a little star near Sirius,

which thou seest from hence."

" Clianning coimtry !
" exclaimed Memnon. " What

!

have yon no sly liussies among yon who impose u])()n a poor

fellow, no intimate friends who win liis money and knock

t>ut one of his eyes, n«) bankrupts, no satraps who mock you

wliile they deny you justice ?
"

"No," said the inliabitaiit oi the star, " nothing of the
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IvincL We are never deceived by women, because we have

iioue ; we are never guilty of excesses at table, since we
ueither eat nor drink ; we have no bankrupts, for gold and
silver are unknown among us ; we cannot have our eyes put

•lut, because we do not possess bodies such as yours; and
- itraps never treat us with injustice, since all are equal in

our little star."

Theu said Memnon :
" My lord, without the fair sex and

without any dinner, how do you manage to pass the time ?
"

" In watching over the other worlds which are entrusted

to our care," said the geuius; "and I am come now to

minister consolation to thee."

" Alas ! " replied Memnon, " why didst thou not come
last night to prevent me committing such follies ?

"

" I was with Hassan, your elder brother," said the ce-

lestial being. "He is more to be pitied than thou art.

1 1 is gracious Majesty, the King of India, to whose court

he has the honour to be attached, has caused both his

eyes to be put out for a slight act of indiscretion, and he
is confined at the present moment in a dungeon, with

chains upon his hands and feet."

" It is indeed well worth while to have a good geuius in

a family !
" said Memnon ;

" of two brothers one has au
eye knocked out, and the other loses both ; one lies ou
.straw, the other in prison."

"Thy lot will change," answered the inhabitant of the

star. " It is true that thou wilt never recover thine eve.

but, for all that, thou wilt be tolerably hajipy, provided

that thou dost never entertain the foolish idea of being

perfectly wise ;uid pnulcnt."

"Is it impossible then to attain such a condition?"

crie<l Memnon with a sigh.

"As impossilile," replied the other, "as to l)o perfectly

clever, pi'rfcctly strong, perfectly powerful, or perfectly

happy. Even we ourselves are very far from being so.
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There is indeed a sphere where all that is to be found, but

iu the hundred thousand millions of worlds which are

scattered through space everything proceeds by degrees.

There is less wisdom and enjoyment in the second than in

the first, less in the third than in the second, and so on to

the last, where everybody is an absolute fool."

" I very much fear," said Memnon, " that our little

terraqueous globe is precisely that lunatic asylum of the

universe of which thou dost me the honour to speak."

" Not quite," said the spirit; "but it is not far off; every-

thing must occupy its own place."

" In that case," said Memnon, " certain poets and cer-

tain philosophers are much mistaken when they say that

everything is for the best ; is it not so ?
"

"They are quite right," said the philosopher from the

world above, *' when the arrangement of the whole uni-

verse is taken into consideration."

" Ah ! I shall never Ix'lieve that," answered poor Mem-
non, " till I see out of two eves again."

I
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BARABEC A\D THE FAKIRS.
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'XT /HEN I was in the city of Benares on the banks of

the Ganges, the ancient home of the Brahmins, I

' mleavoured to gain some information. I understood

Hindustani tolerably well ; I heard much, and noticed

verything. I lodged with my correspondent Omri, the

worthiest man I have ever known. He was of the religion

"f the Brahmins, and I have the honour to be a Mussul-

iiian
; yet we have never had high words on the subject

"f Mohammed and Brahma. We made our ablutions each

"u his own side, we drank of the same sherbet, and we
ate of the same dish of rice, like a pair of brothers.

One day we went together to the pagoda of Vishnu. We
iw there several groups of fakirs, some of whom were

• 'iinghis, that is to say, fakirs devoted to contemplation,

wliile the others were disciples of the ancient gymuoso-

I'liists, who led an active life. They have, as eveiyoni'

Iviiows, a learned langiiage, which is that of the most

iiiciont Brahmins, and, written in this language, a book

^•.llich is called the Vedas. It is undoubtedly the most

iiiciont book in the whole of Asia, not excepting even tlu;

/t'lidavesta.

I paHS<'d in front of a fakir wlio was reading this book.

"Ah! wretrhed infidel! " cried he, "you have niado mo
liKc the nuinb<*r of vowels which I was counting; and in

iisoqueuce of that my sonl will liave to jciss into the
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body of a hare, instead of going into that of a paiTot, as

I had good grounds for flattering myself would be the

case."

I gave him a rupee to console him. A few steps further

on, having been so unfortunate as to sneeze, the noise that

I made roused a fakir who was in a trance.

"Where am I? " said he ;
" what a horrible fall I have

had ! I can no longer see the tip of my nose ; the celestial

light has vanished." ^

" If I am the cause," said I, " that you see at last be-

yond the tip of your nose, here is a rupee to repair the

damage that I have committed ; so recover vour celestial

light."

Having thus got myself discreetly out of the scrape, I

passed on to the gymnosophists ; some of them there were

who brought me very nice little nails, to thrust into my
arms and thighs in honour of Brahma. I bought their

nails, and used them to fasten down my carpets. Others

were dancing on their hands ; others were tumbling on
the slack rope ; others again kept hopping continually on

one leg. There were some loaded with chains, some who
carried a pack-saddle, and some who had tlieir heads luuler

a bushel
;
yet they were all eminent for their virtues. My

friend Omri brought me into the cell of one of the most
famous of these philosophers, whose name was Bal)abec.

He was as naked as an ape, and had a bi^^ chain roiuul his

neck, which must have weighed more than sixty pounds.

He was seated on a wooden chair, neatly furnished with

sharp little nails, which ran into his posteriors, and yet

' \'(ill)iiri' lias a iioto liore: " Wlioii tlio akirs wi.sh to lieliu'd

the cclfstial li^'lit, an aspiratidn w liich is very ^'Ciicral anioiij,' them,

they turn tin ir cyt-H towMnls tlie tip of the nose." .Mr. Hraiil

ailople I a very siniilar jirocess for inducing; hypnotism. (See iJr.

\V. H. <'(irpenter's "Mental I'liy.siulogy," § 4U;t, unil Albert MoH's
' llyjmotihm," p -'S.

)
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I'l!'' would have supposed that he was sitting on a velvet

< ii-hion. Many "women came to consult him as an oracle

Mii family affairs, and it may be truly said that he enjoyed
the very highest reputation, I heard the important con-

vi r>ation that Omri had with him.

"Do you think, father," said the former, "that after

II.
.
soul has undergone the probation of seven transmigra-

1 1> >ns, I may be able to reach the abode of Brahma ?
"

" That depends," said the fakir ;
" what is your manner

ol'life?"

" I endeavour," said Omri, " to be a good citizen, a good
linsl)and, a good father, and a good friend; I lend money
\\ i 1 hout interest to the rich when the}' have occasion for

it, I give it away to the poor, and I maintain peace among
my neighbours."

Do you ever drive nails into your bottom ? " asked

til.' Brahmin.
• Never, reverend father."

[ am sorry for it," replied the fakir ;
" you certainly

1 not enter the nineteenth heaven ; and that is a pity."

" Very good," said Omri ;
" I am quite contented with

my lot. What does it matter to me about the ninet^'^enth

or twentieth heaven, provided I do my duty during my
pilgrimage, and am well received at the last stage? Is it

not enough to be an honest man in this world, and then

to l)e happy in the land of Brahma? Into which heaven

do you expect to go, Mr. Bababec, with your nails and
your chains? "

" Into the thirty -fifth,'* said Bababec.
'• You are a droll fellow," rejtlied Omri, " to expect a

liighor lodging than I ; that expectjition can only proceed

from an inordinate ambit if)n. You condemn those who
seek for hononrH in thi.s life, why do you aim at such great

ones yourself in tlif next? Besides, on what do you found

your «'Xi)i'ctut ion of liaving ix-tter treatment than I? Let
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me tell you that I give away in alms more in ten days

than all the nails which you drive into your backside cost

you in the course of ten years. What does it matter to

Brahma that you pass your days stark naked, with a

chain round your neck? That is a fine way of serving

vour country! I reckon that man is worth a hundred

times more who sows pot-herbs, or plants trees, than the

whole tribe of you and your fellows who look at the tips of

their noses, or carry a pack-saddle to show the extreme

nobility of their souls."

Having spoken thus, Omri soothed, coaxed, persuaded,

and at last induced Bababec to leave his nails and his

chain there and then, to come with him to his house, and

to lead a respectable life. They scoured him well, they

rubbed him all over with perfumed essences, they clothed

him decently, and he lived for a fortnight in a thoroughly

rational manner, confessing that he was a hundred times

happier than before. But he lost credit with the people,

and the women came no more to consult him ; so he left

Omri and betook himself once more to his nails in order to

recover his reputation.
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CHAPTER I.

JOURNEY OF AN INHABITANT OF THE SYSTEM OF THE

STAE SIRIUS TO THE PLANET SATUEN.

T N one of those planets vrhich revolve rouud the star

"* named Sirius there Iiypj] a ynnnj^ inan^^f great intelli-

gence, whose acquaintance T had t.hp honour of makiiig-ou

the"orcaS10n of his IngfJmrrppy in nnr littlp nnt-hill He
was c'illlyQ MiuiuUiegas/a name which is exceedingly ap-

jiropriate to all great people. He had a stature of eight

leagues, and by eight leagues I mean twenty-four thou-

sand geometrical paces of five feet each.

Here some mathematicians, a class of persons who arc

always useful to the puMic, will immediately take up the

pen, and find out by calculation that since Mr. Micro-

megas, inhabitant of the country of Sirius, is twenty-four

thousand paces in height from head to foot, which make
one liuudred and twenty thousand statute feet, whereas we
denizens of the earth have an average stature of hardly

more than five feet, and, since our globe is nine thousand

leagues in circumference, they will find, I say, that the

' ('.*•., tlie little great one.
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world wliich produced him miist have a circumference

precisely tweutj-one millious six hundred thousand times

greater than our little earth. Nothing in nature is simpler,

more a matter of course. The dominions of certain poten-

tates in Germany or Italy, round which you can walk in

half an hour, as compared with the empire of Turkey, of

Kussia, or of China, can give but a very faint idea of the

prodigious interval which nature has set between different

orders of being throughout the universe.

His Excellency's height being what I have said, all our

sculptors and painters will readily agree that his waist

may be about fifty thousand feet round, which would con-

stitute a symmetrical proportion. His nose being one

third of the length of his handsome face, and his hand-

some face being the seventh part of the height of his

handsome body, it will indisputably follow that the Sirian's

nose is six thousand three hundred and thirty-three statute

feet in length, and a fraction more ; which was the pro-

position to be proved.

As to his mind, it is worthy to rank with the most

cultivated among us ; he knows many things, some of

which are of his own invention. He had not yet reached

his two hundred and liftieth year, and was studying, as

was ciistomary at his age, at the most famous school in

the ])lanet, when he solved, by the strength of his own
intellect, more than fifty propositions of Euclid, that is J

eightcim more than Blaise Pascal, wlio. after having,

according to his sister's account, solved thirty-two for liis

own amusement, afterwards became a pretty fair geometer,

and a very poor metjijOiysiciaai. When lie was about four

dred and fifty years of age.'and alri'utly passing out of

lliood, lie dissected a great many little insects less than

a hundred feet in diameter, such as are invisible under or-

dinary microscopes; lie composed a very curious book about

them, but one whicli bnmglit him into somo trouble. Tl.o

^ and

^\ tuin

Hthil
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mufti of that country, much giveu to hair-splitting and very

__ignorant, found in his work statements which he deemed

suspicious, offensive, rash, heretical or savouring of heresy,

and he prosecuted him for it with the bitterest animosity.

The question in dispute was whether the substantial form

of which the fleas of Sirius consisted was of the same

nature as that of the snails. Micromegas defended him-

self with spirit, and had all the ladies on his side; the

trial lasted two hundred and twenty years. At last the^

mufti had the book condemned by judges who had nevei

read it, and the author was forbidden to appear at coi

for eight hundred years.

He was only moderately afflicted at being banished from

a court which was full of notliiug but trickery and mean-

ness. He composed a very funny song in ridicule of the

miifti, which in its turn failed to give the latter much
annoyance ;' and he himself set forth on his travels from

lanet to planet, with a view to improving his mind and

.soul, as the saying is. Those who travel only in post-

chaises or family coaches, will doubtless be astonished at

the sort of conveyance adopted up there ; for we, on our

ittle mouud of mud, can imagine nothing that surpasses

;

3Ur own experieuce. Our traveller had such a marvoIloTr?

icquaintance with the laws of gravitation, and with all thf

brcea of attraction and repulsion, and made such good use

)f his knowledge, that, sometimes by means of a sunbeam,

nd sometiuK's ])y the help of a comet, he and his com-

>anions went from one world to another as a bird hoj>s

rom bough to bough. He traver.sed the Milky Way in a

ery short time ; and I am obliged to confess that he never

' It U thought that Voltnire here aUmles to liis qnarrt'l with

loyor, biwliop of Mircpoix, wlio liail ossailod liiiii for iiiaiiituiniii;.s

I liiH " I^ttros I'liilosopliii|iie.s," that human iK^inj^s rosisinblo

tiinialH in thf ;,'ra<liial <lovolopmc>nt of tliu soul in corrosponileuce

itli that of the iKxly. Sec iiot«, p. 02.
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saw, beyond the stars with which it is thickly sown, that

beautiful celestial empyrean which the illustrious parson,

Derham,' boasts of having discovered at the end of his

telescope. Not that I would for a moment suggest that

Mr. Derham mistook what he saw ; Heaven forbid ! But

Micromegas was on the spot, he is an accurate observer,

and I have no wish to contradict anybody. Micromegas,

after plenty of tuxns and twists, arrived at the planet

Saturn. Accustomed though he was to the sight of novel-;

ties,~^'hen he saw the insignificant size of the glolie and

its inhabitants, he could not at first refrain from that

smile of superiority which sometimes escapes even the

wisest ; for in truth Saturn is scarcely nine hundred times

greater than the earth, and the citizens of that country

are mere dwarfs, only a thousand fathoms high, or there-

about. He laughed a little at first at these people, iu

much the same way as an Italian musician, when he comes

la France, is wont to deride Lulh's performances. But,

as the Sihan was a sensible fellow, he was very soon con-

^rriT7?e(f that a thinking being need not be altogether

/ri<liculous because he is no more than six thousand feet

llliigh.
' He was soon on familiar terms with the Saturnians

after "their astonishment had sonicwliat subsided. He
formed an intimate friendship with tlie secretary of the

Academy of Saturn, a man of great intelligence, who hadl

not indeofl invented anything himself, but was a capital

hand at describing the inventions of others, and one wlij

couhl turn a little ver-se neatly enough or jjerform a

elaborate calculation. I will here introduce, for the gratifi

cation of my readers, a singular conversation that Micro

niegas out' day held with Mr. Secretary.

' Dr. DfTli.iin, F.H.S., Krcfor of rjiniiiisfer in Ks.spx fnun IfiSi

to 17.'{.'>, was luitlior, aiiiiin;{ otluT works, of " Astro-Tiieol(ij,'\ ,"
t^

wliicli iilliHioii IS Ikto iiiiuU;.
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CHAPTER II.

XVERSATIOy BETWEEN AN INHABITANT OF SIEIUS AND
A NATIVE OF SATUEN.

A FTER His Excellency had laid himself dowu, and the

^ seci'etavy had approached his face, Micromegas

said :

" I must needs confess that nature is full of variety."

" Yes," said the Satumian ;
" nature is like a flower-bed,

the blossoms of which "

" Oh," said the other, " have done with your flower-bed !"

" She is," resumed the secretary, " like an assembly of

blondes and brunettes, whose attire
"

" Pooh ! What have I to do with your brunettes ? " said

the other.

" She is like a gallery of i)ictures, then, the outlines of

which "

*' No, no," said the traveller ;
" once more, nature is like

nature. Wliy do you search for comi)arisons ?
"

" To please you," answered the secretary.

" I do not want to be pleased," rejoined the trave_llei>

" I want to be instructed ; be^'in by telling me how many
senses the men in your world possess ?

"

" Wc liave seveuty-f wo," said the academician; "and
We are always coinplaiuiug that they are so few. {)\\x

imagination goes beyond our needs; we lind that witli oui

seventy-two senses, our ring, and our tive moons, our range

is too restricted, and, in .spite of all our curii»sity and

the litleraJdy large number <if passions which spring out

of onr seventy-two Senses, we have plenty of lime l<> rctl

l>i>rr(l."
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" I can well believe it," said Micromegas ;
" for in our

globe, although we have nearly a thousand senses, there

lingers even in us a cei-tain vague desire, an unaccountable

^» restlessness, which warns us unceasingly that we are of

Uittle account in the universe, and that there are beings

I UQiuch more perfect than ourselves. I have travelled a

\ rlrttTe; I have seen mortals far below us, and others as

I
greatly superior ; but 1 have seen none who have not more

I desires than real wants, and more wants than they caiP'

I satisfy, I shall some day, perhaps, reach the country''

^-rrhere there is lack of nothing, but hitherto no one has

been able to give me any positive information about it."

The Satumian and the Sirian thereupon exhausted them-

selves in conjectures on the subject ; but after a great deal

of argumentative discussion, as ingenious as it was futile,

tlu'V were obliged to return to facts,

r "How long do you people live?" asked the Sirian.

/ " Ah ! a very short time," replied the little man of

I
Saturn.

"That is just the way with us," said the Sirian; "we
are always complaining of the shortness of life. This

must be a universal law of nature."

"Alas!" quoth the Saturnian, "none of us live for

more than five luindred annual revolutions of the sun ;"

—

•-tiiat amounts to about fifteen thousand years, according

to our manner of counting- "you see how it is our fate^

J
to die almost as soon as we are born; our existence

_is a point, our duration an instant, our globe an atonv;

Scarcely have we begun to acquire a littU' information when'

dt-ath arrives before we can ]>ut it to use. For my luirt,

I <li) not venture to lay any schemes; I feel myself like

ii <ln»p of water in a boundless ocean. I am ashamed,

especially before you, of the absurd figure I make in this

iMiiverrte,"

Mirrouiegas answered :
" If you were not a j>hilo8opher,

i
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I .-rliould fear to distress you by telling you that our lives

are seven hundred times as long as yours ; but you know
;"' well that when the time comes to give back one's

ly to the elements, and to reanimate nature under

aiiuther form, which process is called death,—when that

7!i()raent of metamorphosis comes, it is precisely the same

thing whether we have lived an eternity or only a day.

I have been in countries where life is a thousand times

I'liger than with us, and yet have heard murmurs at its

I levity even there. But people of good sense are to le

I

I

amd everywhere, who know how to make the most of

wliat they have, and to thank the AutKor of nature. He
lias spread over this universe aboindant variety, together

>vitli a kind of admirable uniformity. For example, all

iii inking beings are dillerent, yet they all resemble each

"ther essentially in the common endowment of thought

;iinl-will. Matter is infinitely extended, but it has dif-

ferent properties in different worlds. How many of these

various properties do you reckon in the matter with which

you are acquainted ?
"

"If you speak," replied the Saturnian, "of those pro-

perties without whicli we believe that this globe could not

subsist as it is, we reckon throe hundred of them, such as

extension, impenetrability, mobility, gravitation, divisi-

bility, and so on."

"Apparently," rejoined the traveller, "this small number

is suflicient for the purpose which the Creator had in view

in constructing this little habitation. I admire His wisdom
• throughout; I see difTerences everywhere, but everywhere

JlLjo-u. due proportion. Your globe is small, you who in-

habit it are Hinall bkewise
;
you have few senses, the

matter of which your world consists has few proi)evties ; all

this is the work of Providence. Of what colour is your

i<un when carefully <'xaniined ?
"

" White deeply tinged with y< Ijow," .said the Saturnian;
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" and when w^_ split up one of its rays, we find that it con-

sists of seren colours."

"Our sun has a reddish light," said the Sirian, "and
we have thirty-nine primitive colours. There is not a single

sun, among all those that I have approached, which resem-

bles any other, just as among yourselves there is not a

single face which is not different from all the rest."

After several other questions of this kind, he inquired

how many modes of existence essentially different were

enumerated in Saturn. He was told that not more than

thirty were distinguished, as God, space, matter, beings

occupying space which feel and think, thinking beings

which do not occupy space, those which possess penetra-

bility, others which do not do so, etc. The Sirian, in whose

world they count three hundred of them, and who had dis-

covered three thousand more in the course of his travels,

astonished the philosopher of Saturn immensely. At length,

after having communicated to each other a little of what

they knew, and a great deal of that about which they knew

nf)tliing, and after having exercised tlieir reasoning ]wwors

during a comi)lete revolution of the sun, they resolved to

make a little philosophical tour together.

CHAPTER III.

TICK SIRIAN AND TIIK PATTTRNIAN AS FELLOW-

TRAVELLKKS.

OUR two jihilosophcrs were ready to embark upon the

atmosi)here of Saturn, with a fine collection of mathe-

iiiatical inHtruments, when the Satnrnian's mistress, who

got, wind of what he was going to do. came in tears to re-

monstrai.' Willi him.rShe wasa pretty little bruuette,whosev,
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stature did not exceed six hundred and sixty fathoms, butX /

!n_'r agreeable manners amply atoned for that deficiency. j
|

" Oh, cruel one !
" she exclaimed, " after having resisted

>Tr-fer-fifteeh hundred years, and when I was at last be-

- inning tu surrender, and have passed scarcely a hundred

years in your arms, to leave me thus, and start on a long

journey with a giant of another world ! Go, you have no

taste for anything but novelty, you have never felt what it

is to love ; if you were a true Saturnian, yeu would be con-

stant. Whither away so fast ? What is it you would have "r

()\xx five moons are less fickle than you, our ring is less

< hangeable. So much for what is past ! I will never love

nyone again."

The philosopher embraced her, and, in spite of all his

pliilosophy, joined his tears with hers. As to the lady,

niter having fainted away, the proceeded to console herself

with a certain beau who lived in the neighbourhood.

Meanwhile our two inquirers set forth on their travels

;

they firstof all jumped upon Saturn's ring, which they found

pretty flat, as an illustrious inhabitant of our little t;lobe

lias very cleverly conjectured ;
" thence they easily made

tiieir way from moon to moon. A comet passed quite near

the last one, so they sprang uj)f)n it, together with their

Serviiut* and their instruments. When they hud gone al»out

a hundred and fifty millions of leagues, they came acrof-s

the satellites of Jupiter. They landed on Juj>iter itself,

and rciiiain<'d there for a year, during which they learne<.l

some very remarkable secrets which would be at the pre-

sent moment iu the press, were it not for the gentlemen

who act as censors, and who have discovered therein sonu-

Hfateineiits too hard for them fo swallow. But I have read

tlie manuscript which contains them in tlie library of the

' Hiiy;:li<'iis, the d !.><(•( ivctit <>f Siiturii s riii •, \\ lio.se "Sy.'^teHia

Sdtiii Ilium " wji-x iml)lihhc<l in IG.VJ.
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illustrious Archbishop of , who, with a generosity and

kindness which cannot be sufficiently commended, has per-

mitted me to peruse his books. Accordingly I promise to

give him a long article in the next edition that shall be

brought out of Moreri,' and I will be specially careful not

to forget his sons, who afford such good hope of the per-

l^etuation of their illustrious father's progeny.

But let us return to our travellers. Quitting Jupiter,

they traversed a space of about a hundred million leagues,

and, coasting along the planet Mars, which, as is well known,

is five times smaller than our own little globe, they saw

two moons, which attend upon that planet, and which have

escaped the observation of our astronomers.^ I am well

aware that Father Castel will write, and pleasantly enough

too, against the existence of these two moons, but I refer

myself to those who reason from analogy. Those excellent

philosophers know how difficult it would be for Mars, which

is such a long way off from the sun, to get on with less

than two moons. Be that as it may, our friends found the

planet so small, that they were afraid of finding no room

there to put up for the night, so they proceeded on their

way, like a pair of travellers who disdain a humble village

inn, and push on to the nearest town. But the Sirian and

his companion soon had cause to repent having doue so, for

they went on for a long time without finding anything at

' Tlie first edition of Louis Morcri's "(Irainl Dictionnaire His-

tori(|ue I't Criti<iu<i " aiipcjirod at Paris in 107.*^ ami the last in

17/iO.

* '* Tlipy " (i <•., the astronomers of Luputa) " have likewise dis-

covcrf-rl two lessor stars, or satellites, whieh revolve ahout Mars."
{" tJullivcr's Travels," part iii. ) Stran^^oly enou;,'h, this conjec-

ture, which, it will be seen, Voltaire borrowed from Swift, has

l>efn verified by the prr)j;ress of science, for in 1877 Professor

Asaph Hall, of Washiri;,'t<in, discovered that Mars i.s actually

attended by two motms, which have received the a|)])roi)riato

uameH of " PIioImih " and " Deimos " (" Kear " and " Terror ")
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;ill. ^t last they perceived a faint glimmer ; it came from

iiur earth, and created compassion in the minds of those

who had so lately left Jupiter. Howevei', for fear cf

repenting a second time, they decided to disembark. They

l-assed over the tail of the comet, and meeting with an

iiurora borealis close at hand, they got inside, and ahghted

oil the earth by the northern shore of the Baltic Sea, July

tho 5th, 1737, new style.

CHAPTER IV.

WHA.T HAPPENED TO THE TRAVELLERS ON THE
TEEBE8TRIAL GLOBE.

\ FTER having rested for some time, they consumeSH
^ * for their breakfast a couple of mountains, which their

l>'uple prepared for them as daintily as possible. Then ,

\s ishing to inspect the country where they were, they first_J

> 'ut from north to south. Each of the Sirian's ordinary

pswas about thirty thousand statute feet ; the Saturnian

' \varf , whose height was only a thousand fathoms, followed

I

lilting far behind, for he had to take about a dozen steps

' hen the other made a single stride. Picture to yourself

if I may be allowed to make such a comparison) a tiny

little toy spaniel pursuing a captain of the King of

I 'nissia's grenadiers.

.\s the strangers proceeded pretty quickly, they made
' circuit of the globe in thirty-six hours; the sun.

Iced, or rather the earth, makes the same journey

i a day ; but it must be borne in mind that it is a

inch easier way of getting on, to turn on one's axis.

ilian to walk on one's feet. Behold our travrllers, tlwii,

returned to the same spot from which tht-y had started,
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after hariag set eyes upon that sea, to them almost im-

perceptible, which is called the Mediterranean, and that

other little pond which, under the name of the great

Ocean, surrounds this inole-hill. Therein the dwarf had
uever sunk much above the knee, while the other had

scarcely wetted his ankle. They did all they could, search-

ing hei^e and there, both when going and returning, to

ascertain whether the earth were inhabited or not. Th^y

stooped, they lay down, they groped about in all direc-

tions ; but their eyes and their hands being^Duluii^lLpro-

portion to the tiny beings who crawl up and down here,

they felt not the slightest sensation which could lead them

to suspect that we and our fellow-creatures, the other iu-

liabitants of this globe, have the honour to exist.

The dwarf, who sometimes judged a little too hastily,! at

once decided that there was not a single creature on rl?e

earth. His first reason was that he had not soeh quo.

But Micromegas politely gave him to understand that that

was not a good argument

:

" For," said he, " you, with your little eyes, cannot see

certain stars of the fiftieth magnitude which I distinctly

discern ; do you conclude from that circumstance that

tliose stars have no existence ?
"

" But," said the dwarf, " I have felt about very care-

fully."

" But," rejoined the other, " your powers of perception

may be at fault."

" But," continued tlie dwarf, " this globe is so ill-con-

structed, it is so irregular, and, as it seems to me, of so

ridiculous a shape! All here appears to be in a state of

<liaoH ; look at these little brooks, not one of which goes

in a straight line ; look at those ponds, which are neither

rotind nor sfpiaro, nor oval, nor of any regular form ; and

all these little Khar])-poiutod grains with which this globe

I'riatles, and which have rubl)ed the skin Mff my f.'ct
!

"

—

J



MICROMEGAS. 175

1' alluded to the uiountains—"Observe too the fliapeof

]i'' globe sis a whole, how it is flat at the poles, how it

urns round the sun in a clumsily slanting manner, so that

li<' polar climes are necessarily more wastes. Jn truth,

.\ hat chiefly makes me think that thei'e is nobody here, is

!iut T cannot suppose auy people of sense would wish to

'<
'
ujiy such a dwelling."

Well," said Micromegas, " perhaps the people who
iiliulnt it are not peQ.plfi-.Qf. sens£^ But in point of fact

li -lo are some signs of its not having been made for

ii.tiiing. Everything here seems to you irregular, you
; that is because everything is measured by the line of

I'n and Jupiter. Ay, perhaps it is for that very reason

there is so much apparent confusion here. Have I

told you that iu the course of my travels I have always

irked the presence of variety?'* The Saturnian had
<'rs to meet all these arguments, and the dispute

lit never have ended, if Micromrgas, in the heat of

liscussioDj^had not hickily broken the thread which bound
ogether his collar of diamonds, so that they fell to the

:rouiid
;
pretty little stones they were, of rather unequal

ize, the largest of which weighed four hundred pounds.

,nd the smallest ncjt more than fifty. The dwarf, who
•icked up some of them, perceived, on bringing them near

lis eyes, that these diamonds, from the fashion in which

liey were cut, made capital microsco}>e8. He, accordingly,

o<»k tij) a little magnifier of one lumdred and sixty feet

n diameter, which he applied to his eye ; and Micromegas
elected one of two thousand five hundred feet across.

!Mify wore of liigh ]»<>\ver. but at first notliingwas reveaU-d

>y their help, so the focus had to be adjusted. At last

he inhabitant of Saturn saw something almost impercep-

ibl«', which moved half under water jn the Baltic .'^oa ; it

v.ia o^siha}f^. He cauglit it very cleverly witli his little

inger, and placing it on his thunib n;iil, shf>wpd it to tin;
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Sirian. who burst out laughing a second time at the ex-

treme minuteness of the inhabitants of our system. The

Satumian, now convinced that our world was inhabited,

rushed immediately to the conclusion that whales were the

only creatures to be found there ; and, as speculation was

his strong point, he pleased himself with conjectui'es as-to

the origin of so insignificant an atom and the source of

its movement, whether it had ideas and free will. Micro-

megas was a good deal puzzled about it ; he examined the

creature very patiently, and the result of his investigation

was that he had no grounds for supposing that it had a

soul lodged in its body. The two travellers then were in-

clined to think that there was no being possessed of in-

telligence in this habitation of ours, when with the aid of

the microscope they detected something as big as a whale,'

floating on the Baltic sea. We know that at that very

time a flock of philosphers were returning from the polar

circle, whither they had gone to make observations which

no one had attempted before. The newspapers say that

their vessel ran aground in the gulf of Bothnia, and that

they had great difficulty in saving their lives ; but we

never know in this world the real truth about anything.

I am going to relate honestly what took place, without

adding anything of my own invention, a task which de»

mands no small effort on the part of an historian.

1
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CHAPTER Y.

EXPERIENCES AND CONJECTURES OF THE TWO TRAVELLERS.

A TICROMEGAS stretched out his hand very gently
"^ ^ towards the place where the object appeared

;

Hinisting forward two fingers, he quickly drew them hack
i'

; his hopes should be defeated; then, cautiously open-

and closing thein, he seized with great dexterity the

h [1 which carried those gentlemen, and placed it like-

wist on his nail without squeezing it too much, for fear

r crushing it.

" Here is an animal quite different from the first," said

ill' Satumian dwarf. The Sirian placed the supposed

miinal in the hollow of his hand. The passengers and
11 sv-, who thought that they had been whirled aloft bv

1 1 'inpest, and supposed that they had struck upon some
viiid of rock, began to bestir themselves ; the sailors seized

;L<ivs of wine, threw them overboard on Micromegas's

iiii'l, and afterwards jumped down themselves, while the

geometers seized their quadrants, their sectors, and a pair

)f Lapland girls, and descended on the Sirian' s fingers,

riifv made such a commotion, that at last he felt some-

hing tickling him ; it was a pole with fin iron point being

Iriven afoot deep into his forefinger. He judged from this

irick that it had proceeded somehow from the little animal

;hat he was holding; but at first he juTceived nothing

nore. The magnifitT, wliich scan-civ cual>led them tt>

liacern a whale and a ship, had uo effect upon a being so

aaiijnificaBtjaa_xnan. I have^no wish to shockjthe vanity

)f anyone, but here I am obliged to beg those who arc

lensitivc about their own importance to consider what I

lave to Bay on this subject. Taking the average slaturt'

N
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uf maukiud at five feet, we make no greater figure on the

earth than an insect not quite the six hundred thousandth

part of an inch in height would do upon a bowl ten feet

round. Figure to yourselves a being who could hold the

earth in his hand, and who had organs of sense propor-

tionate to our own,—and it may well be conceived that

there are a great number of such beings,—consider then,

I pray you, what they would think of those battles which

give the conqueror possession of some village, to be lost

again soon afterwards.

I have no doubt that if some captain of tall grenadiers

ever reads this work, he will raise the caps of his company

at least a couple of fe^t ; but I warn him that it will be

all in vain, that he and his men will never be anything but

the merest mites.

What marvellous skill then must our philosopher from

Sirius have possessed, in order to perceive those dtoms of

which I have been speaking ! When Leuwenhoek and

Hartsoeker first saw, or thought they saw, the minute speck

out of which we are formed, they did not make nearly so

surprising a discovery.' What pleasure then did Micro-

megas feel in watching the movements of those little

machines, in examining all their feats, in following all

their operations! How he shouted for joy, as he placed

one of liis microscopes in his (•()m])aniou's hand

!

"I see tlicm," tliey exrlaimod liolh at once; "do yo

not observe how they are carrying burdens, how they stoo;

down and rise up ?
"

As they s]H)ke, their hands trembled with delight a1

beholding objects so unusual, and with fear lest they]

might lose them. The Saturuian, passing from the ond

' ItufTuii in his " IliMtoiro Natiirollo," tlic (list throe volumes of

whirh wen' puhlishcd at TariH in I74!>, hail fully disciJ.ssed thes6

obuorvatiuiis of LiMiwonhoek ami others.
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rame- of scepticism to an equal degree of credulity,

T .ucied that he saw them engaged in the work of pro-

]M;iation.

" Ah !
" said he, " I have surprised nature in the very

LI' It he was deceived hy appearances, an accident to

v.liich we are only too liable, whether we mflce vs« '^f

microscopes or not.

CHAPTER VI.

WHAT COMMUNICATION THEY HELD WITH MEN.

.\
[ ICROMEGAS, a much better observer than his dwarf,
-*

J" rrrived clearly that the atoms were speaking to

e.t' li «'ili«r, and he called his companion's attention to

the circumstance ; but he, ashamed as he was of having

made a mistake on the subject of generation, was indis-

posed to believe that such creatures as they could have

any means of communicating ideas. He had the gift of

tongues as well as the Siriau ; he did not hear the atoms
speak, 80 he concluded that they did not do so ; besides,

how could those imperceptible beings have vocal organs,

and what could they have to say ? To be able to sj>eak,

one must think, or at least make some approach to

thouglit; but if those creatures could think, then they

must have something equivalent to a soul ; now to

iittrilnite the equivalent of a suul to these little animals

iippcared to him absurd.

"But," said the Siriau, "you fancied just now that

they were makinj^ love; do you imagine that they can

' This pxprcssion was one wliioh FontoncUe ("h. IT/iT) liaii

oniployr<l in relating certain pliysiological observations of liis own.
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make love without being able to think or utter a word, or

even to make themselves understood ? Moreover, do you

suppose that it is more diflBcult to produce arguments

than offspring ? Both appear to me equally mysterious

operations."

'Ll no longer venture either to beUeve or to deny^" said

the dwarf ; "I have no opinion any more about the

matter. We must try to examine these insects, we will

form our conclusions afterwards."

"That is very well said," replied Micromegas ; and he

straightway drew forth a pair of scissors with which he

cut his nails, and immediately made out of a paring from

his thumb-nail a sort of monster speaking-trumpet, like a

huge funnel, the narrow end of which he put into his ear.

As the wide part of the funnel included the ship and all

her crew, the faintest voice was conveyed along the circular

fibres of the nail in such a manner, that, thanks to his per-

severance, the philosopher high above them clearly heard

the buzzing of our insects down below. In a few hours

he succeeded in distinguishing the words, and at last in

understanding the French language. The dwarf heard

the same, but with more difficulty. The astonisliment of

the travellers increased every instant. They heard mere

mites speaking tolerably good sense ; such a freak of

nature seemed to them inexplicable. You may imagine

how impatiently the Siriau and bis dwarf longed to hold

c'onversation with the atoms ; but the dwarf was afraid

that his voice of thunder, and still more that of Micro-

megas, might deafen the mites without conveying any

meaning. It became necessary to diminish its strength;

they, a<;cordingly, placed in their mouths instruments like

little tooth-picks, the tapering end of which was brought

near the ship. Then the Sirian, holding the dwarf on his

knt-es, and the vesHel with her crew upon his nail, bent hif

h'';i'l ilowii and spoke in a low voice, thus at laqt, with th
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help of all these precautions and many others besides,

beginning to address them :

'Vinvisible insects, whom the hand of the Creator has

been pleased to produce in the abyss of the infinitely little,

I thank Him for having deigned to i-eveal to me secrets

which seemed inscrutable. It may be the courtiers of my
country would not condescend to look upon you, but I

despise no one, and I offer you my protection."

If ever anyone was_astqnished, it was the people who
heard these- words, nor could they guess whence they

came. The ship's chaplain repeated the prayers used in

exorcism, the sailors swore, and the philosophers con-

structed theories; but whatever theories they constructed,

they could not divine who was s^Dcaking to them. The
dwarf of Saturn, who had a softer voice than Micromegas,

then told them in a few words with what kind of beings

they had to do. He gave them an account of the journey

from Saturn, and made them acquainted with the parts

and powers of Mr. Micromegas ; and, after having com-

miseratod them for being so small, he asked them if they

had always been in that pitiful condition little better than

inuihilatioa, what they found to do on a globe that

ippcarcd to belong to whales, if they were happy, if they

increascil and multiplied, whutlior they had souls, and a

hundred other questions of that nature.

A philosopher of the party, bolder than the rest of them,

and shocked that the existence of his soul should be called

in question, t<jok obst-rvations of the speaker with a

quadrant from two different stations, and, at the third,

spoke as follows

:

" Do you then suppose, sir, because a thousand fathoms

extend between your head and your feet, that you

are
"

"A thou.saud fathoms!" cried thti dwarf; "good
avens ! How is it that he knows my height r A
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thousand fathoms ! He is not an inch out in his reckon-

ing. "What ! Has that atom actually measured me ?

He is a geometer, he knows my size ; while I, who cannot

see him except through a microscope, am still ignorant

of his !

"

" Yes, I have taken your measure," said the man of

science ;
" and I will now proceed, if you please, to measure

your big companion."

The proposal was accepted ; His Excellency lay down at

full length, for, if he had kept himself upright, his head

would have reached too far above the clouds. Our philo- i

sophers then planted a tall tree in a place which Dr. Swift'

would have named without hesitation, but which I abstain

from mentioning out of my great respect for the ladies.

Then by means of a series of triangles joined together, they

came to the conclusion that the object before them was in

reality a young man whose length was one hundred and

twenty thousand statute feet.

Thereupon Micromegas uttered these words

:

*'I see more clearly than ever that we should judge of

nothing by its apparent importance. O God, Who liast

bestowed intolligenee upon things which seemed so des-

picable, the infinitely little is as much Thy concern asTlie

infinitely great ; and, if it is possible that there should be

living things smaller than these, they may be endowed with

minds superior even to those of the magnificent creatures

whom 1 have seen in the sky, who with one foot could

cover this globe upon which I have alighted."

One of the ])hilosophers replied that he miglit with

perfect confidence believe that there actually were intelli-

gent beings mucli smaller than man. He relat<?d, not

indeed all the fables that Virgil has told on thy subject of

' Tlic first part of "Gulliver'n Travels," containing the Voyage

to I.illiput, \va.H ]m))Uslic(l in 1726. At Voltairo'.s au;:postion the

Abbe DcsloiitaitifH trunalaf/^d «,lio whole work into French.
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1 003, but the results of_ Swammerdam's discoveries, and
JiJaumur^s_jiisseetioasr Finally, he informed him that

there are animals wliich bear the same proportion to bees

that bees bear to men, or that the Sirian himself bore to

1 hose huge creatures of which he spoke, or that those great

creatures themselves bore to others before whom they

-'emed mere atoms. The conversation grew more and

more interesting, and Micromegas spoke as follows.

CHAPTER VII.

THE CONVERSATION CONTINUED.

r\ INTELLIGENT atoms, in whom the eternal Being
^-^ has been pleased to make manifest His skill and

; iwer, you muatjioubtless taste joys of pertVct jiurity on

I S your globe i. for, being encumbered with so little

matter, and seeming to be all spirit.'you must pass your

Hves in love and meditation, which is the true life t)f

spiritual beings. I have nowhere beheld genuine hapjii-

ness, but here it is to be found without a doubt."

On liearing these words, all the philosojihers shook their

lieads, and one oi them, more frank than the others, can-

didly confessed that, with the exception of a small number
held in mean estimation amoug^ them, all the rest of man-
kind were a multitude of fools, knaves, and miserable

wretches.

" We have more matter than we need," said he, " tlie

cause of much evil, if evil proceeds from matter; and we

liavji^loo-murh mind, if evil proceeds fn mi the mind. Are

you aware, for instance, that at this very moment while I

am sju'aking to you, there are a liiindre<l th(Misand fools <it"

our sj ecies who wear hats, slaying a humlred thcn^and
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fellow-creatures who wear turlans, or being massacred bv

tliem, and that over almost all the earth such practices

have been going on from time immemorial ?
"

The Sirian shuddered, and asked what could be the

cause of such horrible quarrels between those miserable

little creatures. ^ 'ptny-^yA^^ \^^' Icr]'

" The dispute is all about' a lump of clav, said the philo*

sopher, " no bigger than your heel.' Not that a single one

of those millions of men who get their throats cut has the

slightest interest in this clod of earth. The only point iu

question is whether it shall belong to a certain man who
is called Sultan, or to another who, I know not why, is

called Caesar.' Neither the one nor the other has ever

seen, or is ever likely to see, the little corner of ground

which is the bone of contention ; and hardly one of those

animals, who are cutting each other's throats
,^ J]as_-£ier

seen the animal for whom they fight so despei-ately."

"Ah! wretched creatures!" exclaimed the Sirian with

indignation; "can anyone imagine such frantic ferocity!

I should like to take two or three steps, and stamp upon

the whole swarm of these ridiculous assassins."

" Do not give yourself the trouble," answered the philo-

sopher ;
" they are working hard enough to destroy them-

selves. I assure you that at the end of ten years, not a

huiitlrodth part of those wretches will be left; even if they

had Mover drawn the sword, famine, fatigue, or inteinpe-

ra/nce will sweep them almost all away. Besides, it is not

they who deserve punishment, but rather those arm-chair

liarbarians, who from the privacy of their cabinets, and

during the process of digestion, command the massacre of

' Tlic rrimea, wliicli wif annexed to Hussia in ITS."?, after two
wars witli Turkey, to the earlier one of wliieh (I7.'<(i 17.'{!>) reference

is here made.
' Tiie (lerivntion of C*/ar (or T/ar) front C'lesar is admitted by

Sktat.
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a million men, and afterwards ordain a solemn thanks-

ijiviug to God."

The traveller, moved with compassion for the tiny human
race, among whom he found _such astonishing contrasts,

li'l to the gentlemen who were present:
' Since you belong to the small number of wise men, and

;ij'I>areutly do not kill anyone for money, tell me, pray, how
vuu occupy yourselves."

" We disRp(r t. flies," said the same philosopher, " we

jneasure distances, we calculate numbers, we are agreed

ypon two or three points which we understand, and we

dispute about two or three thousand as to which we know
nothing."

The visitors from Sirius and Saturn were immediately

seized with a desire to question these intelligent atoms on

t he subjects whereon their opinions coincided.

" How far do you reckon it," said the latter, " from the

Dog-star to the great star in Gemini ?
"

They all answered together :
" Thirty-two degrees and a

half."

" How far do you make it from here to the moon ?
"

" Sixty half-diameters of the earth, in round num-
bers."

" What is the weight of your air ?
"

He thought to lay a trap for them, but they all told him
that the air weighs about nine hundred times less than an

equal volume of distilled water, and nineteen thousand

times less than ]mro gohl.

The little dwarf from Satuni, astonished at their replies,

was now inclined to take for sorcerers the same people to

whom he had r< -fused, a quarter of an Imur ago, to allow

the possession of a soul.

Then Mieromegas said :

" Since you know so well what is outside of yourselves,

doubtless you know still better what is within you. Tell



186 VOLTAIRE'S TALES.

me what is the nature of your soul, and how you form

ideas."

The philosophers spoke all at once as before, but this

time they were all of different opinions. The oldest of

them quoted Aristotle, another pronounced the name of

Descartes, this spoke of Malebranehe, that of Leibnitz, and

another again of Locke. The old Peripatetic said in a loud

and confident tone of voice :

" The soul is an actuality and a rationality, in virtue of

which it has the power to be what it is ; as Aristotle

expressly declares on page 633 of the Louvre edition of his

works ;
" and he quoted the passage.

" I don't understand Greek very well," said the giant.

"No more do I," said the mite of a philosopher.

" Why, then," inquired the Sirian, " do you quote the

man you call Aristotle in that language ?
"

" Because," replied the sage, " it is right and proper to

quote what we do not comprehend at all in a language we

least understand."

The Cartesian then interposed and said

:

" The soul is pure spirit, which has received in its

mother's womb all metaphysical ideas, and which, on

issuing thence, is obliged to go to school, as it were, and

learn afresh all that it knew so well, and which it will

never know any more."

" It was hardly worth while, then," answered the eight-

leagued giant, " for your soul to have been so learned in

your mother's womb, if you were to become so ignorant by

the time you have a beard on your chin.—But what do

yon understand by spirit ?
"

" VVIiy do you asii me that question":'" said the ])!iilo-

Hophor ;
" I have no idea of its moaning, except that it is

Bai<l to be independent of nuitt-tM*."

" You know, at least, wlial inatlrr is, 1 presume ?
"

" Perfectly Wfll," rt'pbcd llir in;iii. " l''(>r instance, this

I
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stone is grey, is of such and such a form, has three dimen-

sions, has weight and divisibility."

" Very well," said the Sirian. " Now tell me, please,

what this thing actually is which appears to you to be divi-

sible, heavy, and of a grey colour. You observe certain

qualities ; but are you acquainted with the intrinsic nature

of the thing itself ?
"

" No," said the other.

" Then you do not know what matter is."

Thereupon Mr. Micromegas, addressing his question to

another sage, whom he held on his thumb, asked him what

the soul was, and what it did.

" Nothing at all," said the disciple of Malebranche ; "it

IS God who does everything for me ; I see and do every-

thing through Him ; He it is who does all without my iu-

t-'rference."

" You might just as well, then, have no existence,"

n plied the sage of Sirius.

" And you, my friend," he said to a follower of Leibnitz,

who was there, " what is your soul ?
"

" It is," answered he, " a hand which points to the hour

while my body chimes, or, if you like, it is the soul which

chimes, while my body points to the hour ; or, to put it in

another way, my soul is the mirror of the universe, and my
body is its frame : that is all clear enough."

A little student of Locke was standing near ; and when
his opinion at last was asked :

" I know nothing." said he, " of how I think, but I know
that I have never thought except on the suggestion of my
Beuses. That there are immaterial and intelligent s\ibstauces

is not wliat I doubt ; but that it is impossible for God to

communicate the faculty of thought to matter is what I

doubt very strongly. I adore the eternal Power, nor is it my
part to limit its exercise ; I assert nothing, I content my-
self with believing that more is possible than people think."
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The creature of Sirius smiled ; he did not deem the last

bpeaker the least sagacious of the company ; and the dwarf

of Saturn would have clasped Locke's disciple in his arms

if their extreme disproportion had not made that impos-

sible. But unluckity a little animalcule was there in a

square cap,^ who silenced all the other philosophical mites,

saying that he knew the whole secret, that it was all to be

found in the " Summa " of St. Thomas Aquinas ; he

scanned the pair of celestial visitors from top to toe, and

maintained that they and all their kind, their suns and

stars,, were made solely for man's benefit. At this speech

our two travellers tumbled over each other, choking

with that inextinguishable laughter which, according to

Homer, is the special privilege of the gods ; their shoul-

ders shook, and their bodies heaved up and down, till, in

those merry convulsions, the ship which the Siriau held on

his nail fell into the Saturnian's breeches pocket. These

two good people, after a long search, recovered it at last,

and duly set to rights all that had been displaced. The
Sirian once more took up the little mites, and addressed

them again with great kindness, though he was a little

disgusted in the bottom of his heart at seeing such infi-

nitely insignificant atoms puffed up with a pride of almost

infinite importance. He promised to supply them with a

rare book of philosophy, written in very minute characters

for their special use, telling them that in that book they

would find all that can be known of the ultimate essence

of things, and he actually gave them the volume ere his

departure. It was carried to Paris and laid before the

Academy of Sciences ; l)ut when the old secretary came to

DjU'U it, he Haw nothing but blank leaves.

" Ah !
" said he, " this is just what I expected."

' Sii.li IIS \va- \v.»rii liy n Doctor of tlir Sorlioiiiio.
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/^NE day the great philosopher Citophilus thus ad-

^^ dressed a woman who was in great distress, and had

go< >d reason for being so :

" Madam, the queen of Eni,^land, daughter of our great

Henry IV., was as unhappy as you ; she was driven out of

her realms, she nearly perished from storms at sea ; she

saw her royal consort die upon the scaffold."

" I am sorry for her," said the lady ; and she began to

weep again for her own misfortunes.

" Nay," said Citoi)hilu8, " remember Mary Stuart ; she

loved in all honesty a handsome musician, who had a very

fine bass voice. Her husband slew her minstrel before her

eyes ; and in the end her good friend and kinswoman,

Queen Elizabeth, who chilled herself a virgin, had her head

cutoff on a scaffold hung with black, after having kept her

in prison for eighteen years."

"That was very cruel," said the lady; and "she gave

herself up again to her own misery.

" I'erhaps," said the would-be consoler, "you may have

heard how the fair Joan of Naples was taken j)ri8oncr and

strangled ?
"

" I have a confused remembrance of it," said the aflSicted

la.ly.
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" I must relate to you," continued the other, " the fate of

a queen -who was dethroned within my own I'ecoUection.

one evening after supper, and who died on a desert island."

" I know all that story," answered the lady.

"Ah ! well then, I will tell you what happened to another

great princess, whom I had the honour of instructing iu

philosophy. She had a lover, as all great and beautiful

princesses are wont to have. Her father entered her

chamber and surprised the gallant, whose face was as red

as fire, and his eyes sparkling like carbuncles ; the lady,

too, had her colour a good deal heightened. The young
man's face displeased the father so much, that he dealt

him the most tremendous box on the ear that had ever

been given in his dominions. The lover took up a pair of

tongs, and broke his father-in-law's head, which was healed

with diflficulty, and he still bears marks of the wound.

The amorous damsel, iu her distraction, jumped out of the

window, and dislocated her ankle so badly, that she has a

decided limp to the present day. though otherwise she has

an admirable figure. The gallant was condemned to death

for having broken the head of so sublime a prince. You
may imagine the state of despair to which the princess was

reduced, when her lover was led away to be hanged. I

saw her for a long time, while she was in prison ; she never

spoke to me of anything but her misfortunes."

" Why, then, will you not let mo think of miner " said

(ho lady.

" Because," said the philosopher, " you must not think

of them, and, since bo many grand ladies have been so un-

fortunate, it ill becomes you to give way to despair. Think

of Hecuba, think of Niolio."

"Ah!" said the lady, "if I had lived iu their days, or

in those of so nuiny fair princesses, and if you had tried to

coMSoh.' thera \>y relating my woes, do you think that they

Would liave liH^'iied lo vuu ?
"

'

J
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Next day, the philosopher lost his only son, and was on

jie point of dying of grief. The lady caused a list to be

rawn up of all the kings who had lost their children, and

'ok it to the philosopher ; he read it, found it quite cor-

jct, and wept no less Litterly than before.

Three months afterwards they saw each other again, and
ch was surprised to find the cheerfulness of the other

mpletely restored. So they joined together in setting

) a beautiful statue to Time, with this inscription :

" TO THE GIVER OF CONSOLATION."
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SCARMENTADO.
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(1756.)

T WAS bom in the town of Candia, in the year 1600.

My father was governor of the place, and I remember
t hat a poet of moderate ability, but more than moderately

;ircastic, named Iro,' made some bad verses by way of

' Mrnpliraent to me, in which I was represented as a lineal

ilt'scendant of Minos ; but. after my father had fallen into

'list^race, he composed some other verses wherein no better

"lit^in was assigned to me than from Pasiphae and her

Inver. He was a very mischievous fellow, that Iro, and

flic most troublesome rogue in the island.

Afy father sent me, when I was fifteen years of age, to

-I iidy at Rome, where I duly arrived, hoping there to learn

til." truth on all stibjects ; for, up to that time, I had been

i.iu'_,'ht the verv contrary, according to the practice of this

inferior world, from China Ui the Alps. Monsignor Pro-

l"ndo, to whose notice I was recommended, had his pe-

' uliaritios, and was one of the most terribly learned men
tliat the world contained. He wishod to teach me the

'rgories of Aristotle, and was on the point of including

' An anaf![riiiii of Koi, tlio rianu> of a salirii'al poetaster of the

flay.
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me in the category of his minions, from whose clutches I

had a narrow escape

!

I witnessed processions, exorcisms, rapine, and robbery.

It was said, but the story was utterly false, that the

Signora 01ympia,^a lady of great discretion, used to sell

many things that ought not to be sold. I was of an age

when all that sort of thing seemed very amusing. A young

lady of very agreeable manners, whose name was Signora

Fatelo, took it into her head to fall in love with me. She

was courted by the reverend father Poignardini and by the

reverend father Aconiti, young professed monks of an

order that no longer exists ; in bestowing on me her good

graces, she made them forget their rivalry, but, at the

same time, I ran some risk of being excommunicated and

poisoned. I accordingly left Rome, having looked quite

long enough at the architecture of St. Peter's.

I continued my travels into France, where Louis the

Just* was reigniug at the time. The first question I was

asked was, if I wished a little morsel of General d'Ancre for

Ijreakfast, whose flesh the people had roasted, and distri-

buted very freely among all who wished to have some. *

This State was a continual prey to civil wars, entered

on at one time for a place at the council-board, and at

another in support of two or three pages of controversy.

For more than sixty years this fire, sometimes smouldering,

an<l sometimes fanned into fierceness, had been devastating

those fair regions. It was thus that the Gallican Church

maintained liberty

!

" Alas
! " said I, " and yet these people are naturally

mild and gciiflf ! What can have wari)od thorn from their

' Si.ster-in law of P^pe Innocent X. (10-14 16.")")).

'
i.r , Louis XIII., wlio rei^'nc.l from ItiiO till l(!4;i

' Tlio Italian advonturtT Conrini, created Maniuis d'.Vncre by

tlio yoiinj,' kin^'M niotlicr, Mary dc Medici, after liaving made
himself obn«»xiouH fo all cla«Mes, was iv^Ha-xsinated in 1(»I7.

I
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true character? They make merry one day, aud commit

a St. Bartholomew massacre the next. Happy the time

when they shall only make merry !

"

I crossed over to England ; the same disputes wei'e there

exciting the same fury. Some pious catholics had re-

solved, for the good of the Church, to blow up with gun-

powder the king, the royal family, and both houses of

Parliament, and so deliver Euo;land from those heretics.

I was shown the place where Queen Mary of happy memory,

daughter of Henry VIII., had burned more than five

hundred of her subjects. An Irish priest assured me that

it was a most glorious course of action ; first because those

who had been put to death were English, aud in the

second place because they never used holy water, and did

not believe in St. Patrick's hole.' He was very much
surprised that Queen Mary had not yet been canonised

;

but he expected it to be done soon, whenever the cardinal,

the Pope's nephew, should have a little leisure.

I next went to Holland, where I hoped to find more

peace and tranquillity among a people of more phlegmatic

temperament. They were engaged in cutting off the head

of a venerable old man when I arrived at the Hague. It

was the bald head of their prime minister Barneveldt, the

man to whom the Dutch republic owed more than to

anyone else. Touched with pity, I asked what was his

crime, and if he had betrayed the State.

^

" He has done far worse," answered a preacher clad iu a

black cloak; " he is a man who lu-lieves that one may be

saved by good works as well as ])V faith. You must see

' St. Patrick's Purgatory, on a small island in Loiiph Deri.',

Donejjal, was hm^ a opli'luatt-d placo of pilj,Tiniag(', ami ha.s not

even yet altogether lost credit in Ireland.

^ The Dutch ]>atriot Uarneveldt wius beheaded in 1C1», at the

ape of seventy two, ostensibly on a charge of treason, hut really

for his liberal religious ]>rincii>les.
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that, if such opinions were to become established, a re-

public could not exist, and that severe laws are necessary

i-o repress such horrible scandals."

A profound pohtician of that country said to me with a

sigh:

" Alas ! sir, this good time will not last for ever ; it is

only by accident that the people are just now so zealous;

their disposition at bottom is prone to the abominable

doctrine of toleration ; some day it will come to that, and

1 shudder to think of it."

As for me, until that doleful day of moderation and

indulgence should have arrived, I quitted with all haste a

country where severity was not softened by any grace, and

embarked for Spain.

The court was at Seville, the galleons had arrived,

everything breathed joy and abundance, and it was the

most delightful season of the year. At the end of a long

avenue of orange and lemon trees, I saw a kind of arena

of enormous size, surrounded by seats rising in tiers, and

covered with precious stuffs. The king, the queen, and

their children sat under a superb canopy. Opposite to the

royal family was another throne, but higher. I said to one

of my travelling companions :

" Unless this throne is reserved for the Almighty, I

(tannot imagine for whom it is intended."

This indiscreet remark of mine was overheard by a grave

Spaniard, and cost me dear. Still I fancied that we were

going to see some sort of tournament or a bull-light, when

the Grand Inquisitor appeared upon the throne, from

which he gave his blessing to the king and people.

Following him came a host of monks, marching in

(loul)lo flits white, Mack, grey, souk; with sandals, and

others barefooted, some with beards, and olliers close

shaven, some wearing a jx-aked cowl, and others without

aiiv ; then advanced the e.xeeiif loner : and al last were

I
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seen, surrounded by alguazils * and grandees, about forty

persons clothed in sacks on which were painted devils and

flames. They were either Jews who had refused to re-

nounce utterly the law of Moses, or else they were

Christians who had married fellow- godparents, or had not

worshipped Our Lady of Atocha, or had shown an indis-

position to part with their ready money in favour of the

friars of St. Jerome. Some very beautiful prayers were

devoutly chanted, and afterwards all the culprits were

burned at a slow fire ; which spectacle appeared to edify

all the royal family extremely.

That same evening, as I was preparing to go to bed, two

familiars of the Inquisition, with the Santa Hermandad,'

came to visit me. Having embraced me tenderly, they

conducted me, without saying a single word, into a very

cold cell, furnished with a bed of straw matting and a

handsome crucifix. I remained there six weeks, at the

end of which the reverend father Inquisitor sent for me to

come and speak to him. He pressed me for some time

between his arms with an affection quite paternal ; he told

me tliat he was sincerely grieved to learn that I had been

80 badlv lodged, but that all the apartments in the house

were full, and that another time he hoped that I should

enjoy more comfortable accommodation. Then he asked

me in a cordial manner if I knew why I was there. I told

the reverend father that it was apparently for my sins.

" Well, my dear child, but for what special siu ?—speak

to me with confi<ltnu'e."

I racked my brains in vain ; I coiild not guess. He
kindly put me on the right track ; and at last I remem-

' OlFicers entru.stcfl with the ta.sk of carryiiij^ out the sentences

of the Inquisition and other trihunals.

' i.e., "The S.irrcil Flrothorliood "
: oripinally a confederacy of

citicH for tlio niaiiil'Miiuiceof iiul)Uc security, rtHhicod in lat'T times

to an ordinary poliio.
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bered my ill-considered words. I was let ofE with the

discipline I had undergone and a fine of thirty thousand

reals.' I was taken to pay my respects to the Grand
Inquisitor ; he was very polite, and asked me how I

liad relished his little entertainment. I said that I had
found it most enjoyable, and hurried away to urge my
travelling companions to quit the country, beautiful as it

was. They had had plenty of time to inform themselves

of all the grand things that the Spaniards had done for

the sake of religion. They had read the memoirs of the

famous bishop of Chiapa," by which it appeared that they

had burned, or drowned, or cut the throats of ten millions

of unbelievers in America, in order to convert them. I

thought that this bishop must have exaggerated the total,

but though it might be necessary to reduce these sacrifices

to five millions of victims, that would still be an admirable

performance.

The traveller's appetite continued to urge me on. I had.

reckoned upon finishing my tour in Europe with a visit to

Turkey ; so we now directed our course thither. I made a

firm resolution never again to express an opinion upon any

of the public entertainments I might happen to witness.

"These Turks," said I to my companions, "are miscreants

who have never been baptized, and who must consequently

be far more cruel than tlie reverend fathers of tlie Inquisi-

tion. Let us keep silence as long as we shall bo among
tlie Mohammedans."
When I reached Turkey, I was astonished to find more

Christian churches than there were in Caudia. I saw,

besides, numi'n)\is troops of monks, who wore allowed to

pray to the Virgin Mary as much as they pleased, and to

' ,\ roul is a S]>iiiiisli coin worlli altinit tlireeponce.

'' [iiw CiHas, calli'il the Apostio of tin; Indians, wlio exposed

(1ii-ir a)>i>niina>)le treatniL-nt by his own countrymen in tlie West
liiilif's, «'l<".
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curse Mohammed, some in Greek, some in Latin, and
others again in Armenian.

" What good people these Turks are !
" I exclaimed.

The Greek and Latin Christians at Constantinople were

mortal enemies ; these slaves persecuted each other, like

dogs which bark and bite in the streets, and which their

masters have to beat in order to part them. The Greeks

were at that time protected by the Grand Vizier. The
Greek patriarch accused me of having supped with the

Latin patriarch, and I was condemned in full divan to a

hundred stripes on the soles of the feet, or a fine of five

hundred sequins.' On the morrow the Grand Vizier was

strangled ; next day his successor, who was in favour of

the Latins, and who was not strangled till a month after-

wards, condemned me to the same punishment for having

supped with the Greek patriarch. I was now under the

sad necessity of no longer frequenting either the Greek or

Latin churches. To console myself, I engaged the affec-

tions of a very beautiful Circassian damsel, who was as

tender at a private interview as she was devout at the

services of the mosque. One night, in the sweet transports

of her love, she cried, as she clasped me in her arms

:

"Allah! Illah ! Allah!" These are the words in which

Turks solemnly profess their faith ; but I imagined them
to be expressions of love, and responded in the tenderest

accents: "Allah! Illah! Allah!"
" Ah !

" said she, " God the All-merciful be praised !

Surely you are a Turk ?
"

I told her that I l)lessed Ilim for having given me tlie

strength of one, and I deemed myself only too happy.

But in the morning the Imam* came to circumcise uw,

and, as I made 8om<.' difficulty, the Cadi' of the vlistrict, a

' A piltl coin, worth nearly half a sovcrfij^ri.

'^ The ofhcorof the moscjue who reads public jirayers, etc.

' The cliicf judj^c who passes sentence.
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straightforward roan, proposed to have me impaled. I

only saved myself ' at the cost of a thousand sequins, and

quickly took flight to Persia, resolved no more to hear

mass, either G-reek or Latin, in Turkey, and never again

to exclaim "Allah! Illah ! Allah .'" at an assignation.

On arriving at Ispahan, I was asked whether I was for

the black or the white sheep. I rephed that I was quite

indifferent, provided that the mutton was tender,—you

must know that the rival factions called by those names
still divided the Persians. The people thought that I was

turning both parties into ridicide, and I accordingly found

myself, at the very entrance of the city, with an affair on

my hands that threatened to be serious ; and it cost me a

good many more sequins to rid myself of the sheep.

I pushed on as far as China, with an interpreter who
assured me that that was the country where life was free and

gay. The Tartars had made themselves its masters, after

having committed universal havoc with fire and sword, and

the reverend Jesuit fathers on one side, like the reverend

Dominican fathers on the other, declared, though no one

else knew anything about it, that they were winning souls

to God. Never were seen sucli zealous missionaries, for

they were persecutors and persecuted by turns ; they wrote

to Rome volumes of calumnies, and they treated each other

as infidels for the sake of a soul. Above all there was a

ilreadful quarrel between them about the right way of

paying respect: the Jesuits would have had the Chinese

salute their fathers and mothers after the custom of China,

while the Dominicans held that the Roman fashion should

be adopted. It was my luck to be taken by the Jesuits

for a Dominican, and they represented me to His Tartar

Majesty as a papal spy. The Supreme Council charged a

mandarin of the h'lgliest class, and he ordered a sergeant

' " .Jc saiiviii mon jirc'-puce ft iii<it\ drnii^rc."
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who instructed four police officers to arrest and bind me
with all due ceremony. I was conducted, after a hiindred

and forty genuflexions, before His Majesty. He ordered

me to be asked if I were the Pope's spy, and if it were true

that that prince was to come in person to dethrone him.

I answered that the Pope was a priest, seventy years of

age, that he lived at a distance of four thousand leagues

from His Sacred Tartaro-Chinese Majesty, that he had
about two thousand soldiers who mounted guard armed
with a parasol, that he never dethroned anybody, and that

His Majesty might sleep in peace and safety. This

adventure turned out, after all, the least disastrous one of

my life. I was sent to Macao, whence I embarked for

Europe.

The vessel in which I sailed had need of some repairs

when we reached the coast of Golconda. I took this

opportunity of going to see the Court of Aurungzebe, of

which wonderful things were told everywhere ; he was at

that time at Delhi. I had the satisfaction of looking him
in the face on the day when, with pomp and ceremony, he

received the celestial present which the Sherif ' of Mecca
had sent him : it was the broom with which the Sacred

House, the Kaaba,^ the Beit Allah' had been swept. This

broom is the symbol of the divine besom which sweeps

away all defilement from the soul. Aurungzebe seemed

to me to have no need of it, for he was the most devout

man in all Hindostan. It is true that he had cut the

throat of one of his brothers, and poisoned his father;

twenty rajahs and as many omrahs had been put to deatli

' Sherif, nif^aniiij,' " nolilu " in Arabic, is Ihe (.losigiuition of all

Mohammed's doscemlaiits.

• A Ktono buililing, within the f.^rcat moHijuc of Mecca, in the

wall of which is Hi't tlic famous hhick stone which is said to have
l»een >{ivcn to I.shmaol by tiie angel Uahriel.

^ " Mouse of (!o(l " in Arabic.
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with torture ; but that was of no consequence, and the

people spoke of nothing but his piety. They found no one

worthy to be compared with him except His Sacred Majesty

the Most Serene Emperor of Morocco, Muley Ismael, who
used to chop off heads every Friday after prayers.

I said not a word ; my travels had taught me wisdom,

and I felt that it was not my part to decide between those

two august monarchs. A young Frenchman, however,

with whom I was lodging, was, it must be confessed,

wanting in respect towards the Great Mogul and the

Emperor of Morocco : he thought proper to say, very indis-

creetly, that there were in Europe very pious sovereigns

who governed their States well, and who even attended

church diligently, without having found it necessary to

kiU their fathers and brothers, or to cut off the heads of

their subjects. Our interpreter rendered into Hindustani,

and transmitted to high quarters this impious remark of

the young man. Taught by past experience, I lost no

time in getting our camels saddled, and away we went,

the Frenchman and I. I afterwards learned that the very

same night the officers of the great Aurungzebe, coming

to apprehend us, found nobody but the interpreter ; he

was executed m the public market-place, and all the

courtiers declared, without any flattery, that his sentence

was perfectly just.

It remained for me only to see Africa, in order to enjoy

all the pleasures that the Old World could offer ; and I

saw it without intending to do so. Our vessel was

captured by negro corsairs. Our skipper was loud in his

remonstrances, asking them why they thus violated the

law of nations. The negro captain answered :

" You have long noses, and we have flat ones
;
your hair

is always straight, while our wool is frizzly
;
you have a

skin of the colour of ashes, but ours is as black as ebony :

consequently we are ])oun<l, by the sacred laws of nature,
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always to be enemies. You buy us at the markets on the

coast of Guinea, as if we were beasts of btu'den, in order

to set us to work at a queer sort of employment, as

toilsome as it is ridiculous. You make us dig in the

mountains, under the lash, in order to extract thence a

kind of yellow earth, which in itself is good for nothing,

and worth not nearly so much as a good Egyptian onion

;

so, whenever we meet you, if we are the stronger party,

we make you labour in our fields, or else we cut off your

ears and noses."

There was nothing to be said in answer to a speech so

wise. I went to till the land of an old negress, in order

to presei-ve my nose and ears. I was ransomed at the end

of a year ; and having seen all that was to be seen of the

beautiful, the wonderful, and the excellent upon earth, I

resolved to see henceforth nothing beyond my own fire-

side. I married among my own people, was made a fool

of ^ by my wife, and found that that was the most pleasing

situation in which a man can live.

' •* Je fus cocu."
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(1756.)

"pijATO was a great dreamer, and the world has not

been less given to that habit since his day. He
dreamt that human beings were originally double, and

that by way of punishment for their faults they were split

liito males and females.

He proved that there can be only five perfect worlds,

Incause there are no more than five regular figures iu

mathematics. His "Republic" was one of his grandest

lin.'ams. He dreamt, too, that sleep is bom of the waking

slate, and this again of sleep; and that one infallibly

' '>(!S one's sight by looking at an eclipse otherwise than

reflected in a basin of water. Many a great reputation

v.as at that time founded upon dreams. Among those

with which Plato was favoured, the following will not, I

lliiiik, be found the least interesting.

ft seemed to him that the great Demiurge, the eternal

< Itometer, having peopled infinite space with innumerable

cliibes, was minded to test the knowledge of the genii who
li id been witnesses of his works. He gave to each one

nougat them a little morsel of matter to arrange, in much
' ir same way as Phidias or Zcuxis might have given their

I

u|»il3 statues or pictures to make, if it be allowable tu

ipare great things with small.

Demogorgon had for his share the morsel of mud which

we call the Earth ; and. having arranged it in the manner
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in which we see it to-day, he claimed to have executed a

masterpiece. He thought that he had disarmed envy, and

expected praises even from his brother genii ; he was ii"

therefore much surprised at finding himself greeted bv

them with hoots.

One of them, who was very sarcastic, addressed him J'i

thus

:

" Truly you have accomplished a very fine piece of

work
;
you have divided your world into two hemispheres,

and you have placed a great expanse of water between

them, so that there may be no communication from the

one to the other. The inhabitants will perish with cold

and frost at both your poles, and be baked to death under

your equinoctial line. In your forethought you have

formed great deserts of sand, in order that those who
traverse them may die there of hunger and thirst. I am
well enough satisfied with your sheep, your cows, and your

poultry ; but frankly I do not think much of your snakes

and spiders. Your onions and artichokes are very good

things, but I cannot conceive what your idea could have

been in covering the earth with so many deadly plants,

unless you intended to poison its inhabitants. Moreover,

it appears that you have made some thirty different kinds

of monkeys, a much greater number of dogs, and only four

or five varieties of the human race ; it is true that you

have given to this last animal what you are pleased to call

reason, but, in all conscience, this reason of yours is too

ridiculous, and is not far removed from madness. Besides,

it seems to me that you do not set much store by this

animal, seeing you have given it so many enemies and
such scanty means of defence, so many diseases and so

few remedies, so many passions and so little wisdom. You
liavi- IK) wish, apparently, that many of those creatures

hIiouM n-uiain alive ; for, without coimtiiig the other

dangers (o wliicli you expose them, you have contrived
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matters so well, that some day the small pox will carry off

•Lgularly every year the tenth part of mankind, and its

twin sister will taint the springs of life in the nine parts

left ; and, as if that was still not enough, you have so

disposed the course of events, that one half of the sur-

vivors will be occupied in law- suits, and the other half in

mutual slaughter. They will doubtless be much obliged

to you, and you have assuredly achieved a splendid

masterpiece."

Demogorgon blushed ; he was well aware that there

was both moral and physical evil in his workmanship

;

l»ut he maintained that there was more good than evil

there.

" It is easy to criticise," said he ;
" but do you fancy it

'' simple a task to make au animal which shall be always

ivasonable, one which shall be free, yet never abuse its

lil'i'rty? Do you think that when nine or ten thousand

ililferent sorts of plants have to be set growing, it is so

• asy to pi-event all those plants from having noxious

['io{)erties ? Do you imagine that with a fixed quantity

' water, of sand, of mire, and of fire, it is possible to

id having either seas or deserts? You, Mr. Sneerwell,

ii.i\e just set in order the planet Mars; let us see how you

liive acquitted yourself with your two great belts, and

\vliat a fine effect is produced by your nights without a

iiHiou; we will see if there is neither folly nor disease

iiiioug your people."

Thereupon the genii set themselves to examine Mars,

lud the scoffer soon found himself unsparingly assailed.

rii<; grave genius who had fashioned Saturn did not escape

I ensure ; and his brother genii, the artificers of Jupiter, of

M<'rcury, and of Venus, had each reproaches to endure.

I Huge volumes and interminable pamphlets were written

;

jtvitty remarks were passed, songs were made, each poured

['idicule on someone else, and party spirit grew inflamed.
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At last the eternal Demiurge, imposing silence upon them

all, addressed them as follows :

** What you have done is partly good and partly bad,

because, though you have much intelligence, yovir faculties

are vet imperfect
;
your works will only last a few hundred

millions of years ; after which, having become wiser, you

will do better. It belongs to me alone to make what is

perfect and immortal."

That is what Plato taught bis disciples. When he had

ceased speaking, one of them said to him :

"And then, I suppose, you awoke."

I
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CHAPTER I.

HOW CANDID WAS BROTTGHT TJP IN A FINE CASTLE, AND
HOW HE WAS DRIVEN OITT OF THE SAME.

/^NCE upon a time there lived in the castle of the
^-^ noble Baron of Thundertentrunk, in Westphalia, a

young lad to whom nature had given the most pleasing

manners. His countenance expressed his soul. He had a

pretty correct judgment, together with the utmost simplicity

of mind ; and it was for that reason, I suppose, that he bore

the name of Candid. The old servants of the house sus-

pected that he was the son of tlie noble Baron^ sister and

of a worthy gentleman in the neighbourhood, whom th^

young lady wouIdT never marry, because he could show no

more than three score and eleven quarterings, the rest of

his family tree having perished through the ravages of time.

Tlie Baron was one of the most powerful nobles of West-

phalia, for his castle had a gate as well as windows, and

his great hall was even adorned with taj^stry. All the

dogs in his stable-yard formed at need a ]>ack of hounds,

and his groojiis acted as wliippers in ; the vicar of the

village was his grand almoner. Everybody called him
" my lord," and laughed at all his good stories.

My lady the Baroness, who welglu'd about three hundred

and tifty pounds and thereby commanded the greatest con-
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sideration, did the honours of the house with a dignity

which raised its reputation still higher. Her daughter

Cunegund, aged seventeen years, was of a fresh and ruddy I

complexion, plump, and appetising. The Baron's son I

appeared in all respects worthy of his sire. The tutor

Pangloss ^ was the oracle of the house, and little Candid
listened to his lessons with all the ready faith natural to

his age and disposition.

Pangloss used to teach the science of metaphysico-theo-

logo-cosmologo-noodleology. He demonstrated to admira-

tion that there is no effect without a cause, and that, in

this best of all possible worlds, the castle of my lord Baron
was the most magnificent of castles, and my lady the best

of all possible baronesses.

" It has been pi-oved," said he, " that things cannot be

otherwise than they are ; for, everything being made for a

certain end, the end for which everything is made is neces-

sarily the best end. Observe how noses were made to carry

spectacles, and spectacles we have accordingly. Our legs

are clearly intended for shoes and stockings, so we have

them. Stone has been formed to be hewn and dressed for

building castles, so my lord has a very fine one, for it is

meet that the greatest baron in the province should have

the best accommodation. Pigs were made to be eaten, and

we eat pork all the year round. Consequently those who
have asserted that all is well have said what is silly ; they

should have said of everything that is, that it is the best

that could possibly be." ^

Candid listened attentively, and innocently believed Ifill)

/that he heard •) for he thought Miss Cunegund extremely

' Tins name, wliicli means an adept in " all lanjjuaf^es," has

lieen iiunle familiar un the Knf^lish sta;,'e hy (\>lman the younger,

in luH " Heir at Law " (1797).

' In the "Theodiwea" of Leihnitz, upon which work Voltaire's

" C'anditle " \h an ironical satire, the optimistic position ia .stated

and defended in ita most uncompromising form.
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beautiful, though he never had the boldness to tell her so.

He felt convinced that, next to the happiness of being born

Baron of Thundertentrunk, the second degree of happiness

^vas to be Miss Cunegund, the third to see her every day,

and the fourth to hear Professor Pangloss, the greatest

philosopher in the province, and therefore in all the world.

One day Miss Cunegund, whilst taking a walk near the

castle, in the little wood which was called the park, saw
through the bushes Dr. Pangloss giving a lesson in experi-

mental physics to her mother's chambermaid, a little

lirunette, very pretty and very willing to learn. As Miss

Cunegund had a great taste for science, she watched with

lireathless interest the repeated experiments that were

carried on under her eyes ; she clearly perceived that the

<l<ictor had sufficient reason for all he did ;

' she saw the

lunnection between causes and effects, and returned home
much agitated, though very thoughtful, and filled with a

yearning after scientific pursuits, for sharing in which she

wished that young Candid might find sufficient reason in

lier, and that she might find the same in him.

She met Candid as she was on her way back to the castle,

and blushed ; the youth blushed likewise. She bade him
.^ood morning, in a voice that struggled for utterance ; and
• ,'andid answered her without well knowing what he was
saying. Next day, as the company were leaving the table

after dinner, Cunegund and Candid found themselves

behind a screen. Cunegund let fall her handkerchief;

Candid picked it up ; she innocently took hold of his hand,

and the young man, as innocently, kissed hers with an

ardour, a tenderness, and a grace quite peculiar ; their lips

came in contact, their eyes sparkled, their kueos trembled,

and their hands began to wander. His lordship the Baron

of Thundortentnmk happened to pass by the screen, and,

seeing that particular instance of cause and effect, drove

' " Elle vit clairement la raison Kullisante du docteur."
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Candid out of the castle with vigorous kicks on his rear.

Cunegund swooned away, hut, as soon as she recovered, my
lady the Baroness boxed her ears, and all was confusion

and consternation in that most magnificent and most charm-

ing of all possible castles.

CHAPTER II.

WHAT BEFELL CANDID AMONG THE BULGARIANS.

/'"^ANDID, driven out of his terrestrial paradise, walked
^^ on for a long time without knowing whither, weeping,

lifting up his eyes to heaven, and often turning them
towards that most magnificent of castles, which contained

the most beautiful of all barons' daughters. He laid him-

self down supperless in the midst of the fields, between two

ridges, and the snow began to fall upon him in thick flakes.

Next morning. Candid, benumbed with cold, dragged him-

self to the nearest town, which bore the name of Wald-
berghofdikdorf, without a coin in his pocket, and dying of

hunger and fatigue. He stopped in melancholy mood at

a tavern door. Two men dressed in blue noticed him.
" Comrade," said one of them, " there is a fine young

fellow, and just of the right size."

They stepped forward, and very politely invited Candid

to dine with them.

"Gentlemen," says he with engaging modesty, "you
do me much honour, but I have no money to pay my
reckoning."

" Oh ! sir," says one of the men in blue, " persons of

your figure and merit never pay anything; are you not

five feet five inches tall ?
"

" Yes, gentlemen, that is uiy height," says bo with his

best bow.
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" Come, sir, pray take a seat ; we will not only pay your

score, but we will never allow such a man as you to want
money. Wliat are men made for but to help one another ?

"

"You are right," says Candid ; "that is what Dr. Pangloss

always told me, and I see clearly that all is for the best."

They beg him to accept a few crowns ; he takes them,

and is about to tender his note of hand for the amount,

but they will not hear of it ; and so they sit down to table.

" Are you not warmly attached "

" Oh, yes," exclaims Candid, " I am warmly attached to

Miss Cunegund."
" Excuse me," says one of the gentlemen, "but what we

want to know is whether you are not warmly attached to

the king of the Bulgarians ?
"

" Not in the least," says he, " for I have never seen him."
" You don't say so ! He is the most charming of

monarchs, and we must drink his health."

" With the greatest pleasure, gentlemen." And he

drinks accordingly.

" Enough," say they ;
" lo, now you are the prop, the

pillar, the defender, and the hero of the Bulgarians
;
your

fortune is made, and your glory assured."

They forthwith clap fetters on his feet, and conduct

him to the headquarters of their regiment. There he is

made to wheel to the right, and wheel to the left, to draw
his ramrod, and to return it, to present, to fire, and to

march at the double ; and he gets thirty strokes of a stick

for his pains. On the following day he goes through his

exercises not quite so badly, and receives only twenty

strokes ; while on the next after that he escapes with ten,

and is regarded as a jirodigy by his comrades.

Candid, astonished to find himsolf a hero, could not very

well make out how it cam(> to pass. One fine s]>ring day

he took it into his head to go out for a walk, and followed

his nose straight on, supposing that it was the privilege of
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the human species as well as of the brute creation to make
use of their legs at their own will and pleasure. He had

not proceeded two leagues, when, lo and behold, four other

^heyoes. each of them six feet high, caught him up, bound
him, and led him off to prison. He was brought before a

court-martial, and asked whether he would prefer to be

flogged thirty-six times by the whole regiment, or to

receive at once a dozen balls in his brain. It was of no

use for him to protest that the will is free, and that he

wished neither the one nor the other; he found himself

obliged to make a choice, and he determined, in virtue of

Ithe divine gift called freedom, to run the gauntlet thirty-

six times. He tried it twice, and, the regiment consisting

of two thousand men, this meant for him four thousand

blows, which pretty well laid bare his muscles and nerves

from the nape of the neck to the end of the spine. As
they were going to give him a third course. Candid, unable

to bear any more, entreated them to have the kindness to

knock him on the head and finish him. This favour was

granted, his eyes were bandaged, and he was made to kneel

down. The king of the Bulgarians, happening to pass by

that moment, made inquiry into the culprit's offence ; and,

_a9 he was a man of discernment, and gathered, from all

that Candid told him, that he was a young metapliysician

and quite ignorant of the ways of the world, the king

graciously vouchsafed him his pardon with a clemency that

will be praised by all the papers and appreciated by pos-

terity. A clever surgeon cured Candid' s back in three

weeks with the ointments prescribed by Dioscorides ; and
he had already a little fresh skin and was fit to march,

wlien the king of the Bulgarians gave battle to the king of

the Avarians.'

' 'I'lio " Abare« " or " Avarc? " were a Tartar tribe who settled

on tlie batikfl of tlie Danube, and later iii Circassia

/
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CHAPTER ni.

HOW CANDID MADE HIS ESCAPE FROM THE MIDST OF THE
BULGABIANS, AND WHAT BECAME OF HIM.

IVTEYER was seen a spectacle so fine, so smart, so

splendid, so well arrayed as the two armies. Trum-
pets, fifes, hautboys, drums, and cannon made such har-

mony as never had its match in hell itself. Cannon balls

swept off in the first instance nearly six thousand men on

each side ; then musket bullets removed from this best of

all possible worlds about nine or ten thousand worthless

feUows that tainted its surface. The bayonet was also the

snfficent reason for the death of some thousands of men.

The total may have amounted to thirty thousand souls.

Candid, who trembled as any other philosopher would have

done, hid himself as well as he could during this heroic

butchery. At last, while both kings were causing a Te

Deum to be sung, each in his own camp, he made up his

mind to go and reason upon causes and effects somewhere
else. He passed over heaps of the dead and dying, and
reached first of all a neighbouring village ; he found it laid

in ashes. It was an Abarian village, which the Bulgarians

liad burned in accordance with the laws of nations. Here
old men, covered with wounds, looked helplessly on, while

their wives were dying with their throats cut, and still

holding their infants to their blood-stained breasts ; tliere

young girls, ripped open after having satisfied the natural

wants of several heroes, were breathing fortli their last

sighs ; while others agaiu, half roasted, cried out for some

one to put them out of their agony. Brains were scattered

over the ground, and legs and arms cut off lay beside

them.
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Candid fled as quickly as lie could into another village
;

it belonged to the Bulgarians, and the Abarian heroes had

treated it after the same fashion. Candid, making his way
continually over quivering Limbs or smoking ruins, found

himseK at last beyond the theatre of war, with some scanty

provisions in his haversack, and never for a moment for-

getful of Miss Cunegund. His provisions failed him by

the time he arrived in Holland ; but having heard it said

that everybody was rich in that country, and that the

people were good Christians, he felt no doubt that he would

meet with as generous treatment as he had experienced in

the castle of my lord Baron, before he was kicked out of it

on account of Miss Cunegund's bright eyes.

He asked alms of several grave-looking personages, all of

whom answered his appeal with threats that if he continued

to follow that trade, they would have him shut up in a

house of coiTection and taught how to make an honest

livelihood.

He next accosted a man who had just been speaking for

a whole hour together on the subject of charity before a

large audience. The orator looked at him through the

comer of his eye, and asked :

" What brings you here? Are you for the good cause?"

"There is no effect without a cause," was Candid's

modest reply ;
" all things are linked together by a neces-

sary (;hain of events, and arranged for the best. Tt could

not but be that I should be banished from Miss Cunegund's

presence, that I should have to run the gauntlet as I have

done, that I should be forced to beg my bread until such

lime an I can earn it; all this could not have been otherwise."

" My friend," said the orator, " do you believe that the

Poj)e is Antichrist ?
"

" I never yet heard him called so," answered Candid

;

" but whether he bo Antichrist or not, I am in want of

brriid."
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" You do not deserve to eat any," said the otlier ;
" go,

rascal, go, wretch, and never in all your life, come near me
again."

The orator's wife, putting her head out of a window and
perceiving a man who doubted whether the Pope was
Antichrist, emptied a chamber-pot over his head
Heavens ! To what excesses wdll not a zeal for religion

carry the ladies

!

A man who had never been christened, a kind-hearted

Anabaptist, whose name was James, witnessed this cruel

and ignominious treatment of one of his brethren, a

featherless biped,' who had a soul ; he took him home
with him, he wiped him down, gave him some bread and
beer, made him a jireseut of two florins, and even proposed
to teach him the art of weaving those fabrics of Persia

wliich are manufactured in Holland. Candid almost threw

himself on his knees before him, and exclaimed:

" Dr. Pangloss was right when he told me tliat everv-

thing is for the best in this world, for I am infinitely more
aflFected by your extreme generosity than by the heartless-

ness of the gentleman in the black cloak, and of the lady

his wife."

On the morrow, as he was out walking, lie met a beggar

all covered with sores, with lack-lustre eyes, the tip of his

nose eaten away, his mouth twisted to one side, and teeth

as black as charcoal. His voice was hoarse, he was tor-

mented with a violent cough, and at each effort he made to

spit a tootii dropped out.

' Plato's somewhat iiia(le<iuate delinition of man, according t(j

Diogenes Laertius (lib. vi. c. ii. ).
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CHAPTER IV.

HOW CANDID MET HIS OLD MASTER IN PHILOSOPHY,

DK. PANGLOSS, AND WHAT CAME OF IT.

^ ANDID, more moved with compassion even than with
^-' disgust, bestowed upon this frightful beggar the two

florins which he had received from his lionest friend James

the Anabaptist. The spectre stared fixedly at him, then

slied tears, and finally leaped upon his neck. Candid drew

back in alarm.

" Alas !
" said the one wretch to the other, " do you no

longer recognize your dear Pangloss ?
"

" What do I hear? Is it you, my dear master ?—you in

this horrible state ! What misfortune then has befallen

you ? How is it that you are no longer in the finest of all

castles ? What is become of Miss Cunegund, the pearl

of young maidens, the very mastevjiicce of nature ?
"

" I cannot utter a word more," said Pangloss.

Candid immediately led him into the Anabaptist's stable,

where he made him eat a morsel of bread ; and when Pan-

gloss was somewhat restored, he asked :

" Well ! what liave you to tell me of Cunegund ?
"

|
" She is dead," answered the other. 1

Candid fainted away on hearing these tidings ; his
jj.j

friend reralh'il him to his senses with a little stale viuegar

vvhich he liajipeued to find in the stable. Caudid once

Jore opened his eyes.

" Cunegund is dead ! Alas, thou best of all possible

worlds! Wliere art thou now?—But of what illness did

slie die? Was it from grief at having seen me kic!<fd

witlj Hti'h viol''iif'e out of her fiitlifr's magnificent casllc?"

*' No." .said Pangloss; " sin- was rippi-d up hy Bulgarian

i:

ii
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soldiers, after having been outraged to the last possible

degree ; thev broke my lord Baron's skull for trying to

defend her ; my lady the Baroness was cut to pieces ; my
poor young pupil was treated as barbarously as his sister

;

and as for the castle, not one stone remains upon another,

not a shed is left, not a sheep, not a duck, not a single

tree. But we have been well avenged, for the Abarians

have done as much on a neighbouring estate that belonged

to a Bulgarian nobleman."

On hearing this narrative Candid fainted again ; but

when he came to himself and had said all that it was

proper to say, he inquired into the cause and effect, and

the sufficient reason which had brought poor Pangloss to

such a deplorable plight.

" Alas !" said the other, " it was love; love, the consoler

of the human race, the preserver of the universe, the soul

of all sentient beings,—the tender passion of love !

"

" Ah me !
" said Candid, " I too have known what love

is, that sovereign of the heart, that soul of our soul ; I have

derived no advantage from it but one sweet kiss, and

twenty kicks on the rump. But how has a cause so pleasing

been able to produce in you effect so hideous ?
"

Pangloss replied in these terms :

" my dear Candid ! you knew Paquette, the pretty

girl who waited on our august Baroness ; I tasted in her

arms the pleasures of paradise, and they have produced

these torments of hell with which you see me consumed: she

was infected with this mahuly herself, and perhaps she has

died of it. She caught it frum a very learned friar who
had traced it to its source, for he had received it from an

>>ld countess, on whom it had been bestowed by a cavalry

• •liicer, who hinisrlf owed it (o a marchioness, wlio had it

from a page, to whom it had been imparted by a Jesuit,

jwho, when a novice, had received it in a direct line from

K>ne of the compa-iious of Christopher Columbus. As for
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me, I shall give it to nobody, for I am at the point of

death."

" O Pangloss !
" exclaimed Candid, " what a singular

genealogy ! Was it not the devil who originated it ?
"

" By no means," answered the great man ;
" it was a

thing that could not be dispensed with, a necessary in-

gredient in this best of all possible worlds ; for if Colum-

bus had not, in an island off the coast of America, caught

this disease, which poisons the springs of generation, ofteu

prevents it altogether, and is clearly repugnant to the

great object of nature, we should have had neither choco-

late nor cochineal. Furthermore, it must be noted that up

to the present day, iu our hemisphere, this malady, like

our controversies, is strictly confined to ourselves. The

Turks, Indians, Persians, Chinese, Siamese, and Japanese

are not yet acquainted with it ; but there is sufficient

reason why they should become acquainted with it in their

turn before many centuries are over. Meanwhile it has

made marvellous progress ainuug us, especially in those

huge armies composed of gallaut and well-trained hirelings,

which decide the destinies of kingdoms ; for it is pretty

certain that whenever thirty thousand men stand up iu

battle ari'ay against an army of equal numbers, soiin'

twenty thousand are more or less infected on either side."

" Wonderful indeed !
" said Candid ;

" but you must be

cured."

"And how can that be doner" said Pangloss; "I am
penniless, my friend ; and in all this wide world one cannot

get oneself bled, nor have an injection administered, with'

out paying a fee or getting someone else to pay for us."

This last observation decided Candid; he went and

threw himself at the feet of his charit,al)le Anabaptist

James, and drew such an affecthig picture of the state tc

whiili his friend was reduced, that the good man did not

beHitate to receive Dr. Pangloss into his house, and he
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had him cured at his own expense ; in which process

Pangloss lost only one eye and an ear. As he wrote a

clear hand, and knew arithmetic perfectly, James the

Anabaptist made him his accountant. At the end of two

months, being obliged to go to Lisbon on matters of busi-

ness, he took his two philosophers on board with him, and

on the voyage Pangloss explained to him how everything

was so ordered that it could not be better. But James was
not of this opinion.

" Men," said he, " must have corrupted their nature a

little, for they were not bom wolves, yet wolves they have

become. God never gave them cannons, and twenty-four

pound shot, and bayonets ; but they have made these

things for their mutual destruction. I might adduce the

misery caused by bankruptcies, and the justice of the law

which takes possession of the bankrupt's property so as to

deprive the creditors of it."

"All that was indispensable," answered the one-eyed

philosopher; "private misfortunes promote the public

good, so that the more private misfortunes there are, the

better it is for the world."

While he was arguing in this manner, the sky grew

dark, the wind blew from all points of the compass, and

the ship was attacked by a most frightful storm, within

sight of the harbour of Lisbon.

CHAPTER V.

k STORM, A SHIPWRECK, AN EARTHQUAKE, AND ALL THAT

HAPPEN KD TO DR. PANGLOSS, CANDID, AND JAMES THE
ANABAPTIST.

"LTALF of the passengers, exhausted almost to death by
•*• •*• those inconceivable tortures which the rolling of a
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Tessel communicates to the nerves and all the humonrs of

the body tossed about in opposite directions, had not even

the energy to feel alarmed at the danger to which they

wei-e exposed ; whilst the other half gave vent to piteous

cries and prayers. The sails were torn to rags, the masts

were shattered, the ship was leaking. All who were al lo

were hard at work, but no one heard what another said,

and no orders were given. The Anabaptist was on deck,

lending a little help at the ropes, when a savage sailor

/dealt him a rude buffet which stretched him on the

planks ; but, with the force of the blow that he gave him,

the sailor was thrown forward so violently that he fell

overboard head foremost. He remained suspended in mid-

air, caught by a piece of a broken mast. The kind-hearted

James ran to his rescue, and assisted him to climb back,

V>ut, overbalancing himself in the effort, he was himself

precipitated into the sea before the sailor's eyes, who
ciUowed him to perish without deigning so much as to look

at him. Candid hastened to the spot, and saw his bene-

factor rise to the surface for a moment, and then disappear

for ever. He was inclined to cast himself into the sea

after him, but the philosopher Pangloss prevented his

doing 80, proving to him that the roadstead of Lisbon had

been made expressly that the Anabaptist might be drowned

there. While he was engaged in demonstrating this pro-

position on a priori grounds, the vessel was broken up,

and all on board porish(Hl with the exception of Pangloss,

Candid, and the brutal mariner who had caused the excel-

lent Anabaptist to be drowned ; the rascal swam safely to

Bhore, whither Pangloss and Candid were carried on a
plank.

Wlii'ii tlicy had recovered a little strength, they walked

towards Lisbon; they had still sonic money, with which

they hti|)cd to Have themselves from starvation, after|j

having C8cai>ed the fury of the tempest.
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Hardly had they entered the city, bewailing the death of

their benefactor, when they felt the earth tremble under

their feet,' the sea rose in the harbour as if it were boiling,

and dashed to pieces the ships that were at anchor. Clouds

of fiery ashes filled the streets and public places, the houses

tottered and fell, overturned from roof to basement, the

very foundations being broken up ; thirty thousand inhab-

itants of all ages and of both sexes wei*e crushed beneath

the ruins. The sailor whistled, and said with an oath .•

" There will be something to be picked up here."

" What can be the sufiicient reason of this phenome-

non ? " said Pangloss.

" This is surely the last day ! " exclaimed Candid.

The sailor immediately rushed among the ruins, facing

death itself in the search for money, found some, took

4>ossession of it, got drunk on it, and, having slept himself

sober, purchased the favours of the first willing wench he

met amidst the wreck of fallen houses, surrounded by the

dying and the dead, Pangloss, however, i)ullod him by

the sleeve, saying

:

" My friend, this is not right, you are wanting in respect

to the universal reason, and choose your time badly."

" Blood and thunder
!

" returned the other, " I am a

sailor, and was born at Batavia ; I have trampled four

times on the crucifix in as many voyages to Japan
;
you

have found a fine subject for your universal reason !

"

Some fragments of falling masonry had woimded Can-

di.l, and he was lying prostrate in the street, covered with

a heap of rubbish. He said to Fangloss:

" Oh ! get me a little wine and oil ; I am dyiug."

' The great eaitliquakc of Lisl>on (Novcmljcr 1st, IT.'o) moved
Voltaire profoiiinlly, and prompted 'him to write a ])(K'in on tlie

.Hiihjcct, in whicli the optimistic phih)sophy of Leil)iiitz, Shaftos-

Itury, and Tupo ia seriously attacked, as well a.s this novel of

" CaniUde," in wliicli it is made ridiculous.
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" Tliis earthquake is no new thing," answered Pangloss;

" the city of Lima in America experienced similar shocks

hist year ; the same causes, the same effects ; there is

doubtless a vein of sulphur underground all the way from

Lima to Lisbon."

" Nothing is more probable," returned Candid ;
" but,

for God's sake, a little oil and wine !

"

" Probable, say you !" replied the philosopher; " I main-

tain that there is positive proof of it."

Hereupon Candid lost consciousness, and Pangloss

brought him a little water from a fountain that was

near.

On the morrow, in crawling over the ruins, they dis-

covered some provisions, and thei'ewith recruited their

strength a little, and then, like others, ])egan to busy

themselves in relieving the injured inhabitants who had

escaped death. Some citizens, to whom they had brought

succour, gave them as good a dinner as they could supply

under such disastrous circumstances ; it is true that the meal

was a sad one, and that the company watered their bread

with their tears, but Pangloss did his best to console them
Vjy the assurance that things could not have happened

otherwise :

" For," said he, " nothing could have been l)etter, for if

there is a volcano under Lisl)ou, it could not be elsewhefe,

for it is impossible that things sliould not be wliere they

are, for all is wi'll."

A little fellow <lressed in black, a familiar of the In-

quisition, who was seated at his side, politely took up the

conversation, and said :

"It would seem that the gentleman does not believe in

original sin, for. if all is as good as can ])e, there can have

been neitln-r a fall of nuin nor divine punishment."
" I most humlilv begycmr Exeelleney's pardon." answered

Pangloss still nioi-e politely, " f>'i' the fall of man and the
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consequent curse necessarily entered into the scheme of the

best of all possible worlds."

" Then, sir, you do not believe in free will ? " asked the

familiar.

"Excuse me, your Excellency," said Pangloss ; "freewill

is compatible witli absolute necessity, for it was necessary

that we should be free ; for, in fact, the will being deter-

mined "

Pangloss was in the middle of his sentence, when the

familiar gave a significant nod to his stout serving-maD.

who was helping him to a cup of the wine of Oporto, com-

monly called port.

CHAPTER VI.

HOW A FINE AXJTO-DA-FE WAS HELD TO PREVENT EARTH-

QUAKES, AND HOW CANDID WAS FLOGGED ON THE

BEEECH,

A FTER the earthquake, which had destroyed three-

quarters of Lisbon, the wise men of the country had

found no means more effectual for obviating total ruin than

that of giving the people a fine auto-da-fe; it was decided

by the university of Coinibra that the spectacle of a few

pfoplc roasted at a slow fire, with grand ceremonies, is an

infiillible specific for preventing earthquakes. They had

therefore seized a native of Biscay, who had been convicted

nf marrying a fellow god-j)arent, and two Portuguese, who
in eating a fowl had rejected the bacon.

After dinner was over, messengers arrived to bind Dr.

I'angloHs and his j>upil Candid. th(> on*' for having spoken

a** he had done, an<l the other for having heard him with
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au air of approbation ; they vvere led awav separately to

apartments which were exceedingly cool and airy, where

they were never incommoded with the sun. A week or so

afterwards each of them was di-essed in a sanhenito,^ and

their heads were adorned with paper mitres ; on Candid's

mitre and sanhenito were painted flames directed down-

wards, and devils which had neither tails nor claws ; hut

the devils that Pangloss displayed had both, and the

flames were upi-ight.

Thus arrayed they marched in procession and heard a

very touching sermon, followed by a fine anthem delivered

in a solemn drone. While the singing went on, Candid

was flagellated in time to the music, the Biscayan and the

two men who would not eat bacon were burned, and

Pangloss was hanged, though that was unusual. The

same day there was a fresh earthquake, accompanied by a

frightful noise.

Candid horrified, perplexed, and confounded, trembling

all over, and covered with blood, said to himself

:

" If this is the best of all possible worlds, I wonder what

the others are like ! It would not much matter if I had

only been flogged, I met with the same treatment among

tlie Bulgarians, but, O my dear Pangloss, greatest of phi-

^ l<isophers, why was I obliged to see you hanged, without

. knowing the reason ? my dear Anabaptist, noblest of

jnon, when- was ibo necessity of your being drowned

within sight of land ? O Miss Cunegiuul, pearl of young

maidens, was it necessary that you should have been ripped

open ?
"

He was returning, hardly able to support himself, after

' S|i.iiii«h, sntnhi-niln (lilessc:! rn.it). It was a loose s:armcnt

without hleoves, ori;,'iM.ill.v worn only I'.y ixMiitcnts reconciled t<> the

Cliiiri-li. As UHed at an mitn-iln ff (act f)f fa^tli). n. xnuhni itn on

wliich were |tainti'<l tlani's ilircctd downwanls imiilicl tlic rqjoii-

la;ic J of the wearer.



CANDID, OR OPTIMISM. 235

having been preaclied at, and scourged, and absolved, and

blessed, when an old woman approached him, and said

:

" Take courage, my son, and follow me."

CHAPTEE YII.

HOW AN OLD WOMAN TOOK CARE OF CANDID, AND HOW
HE RECOVERED THE OBJECT OF HIS AFFECTIONS.

/^~^ANDID did not by any means take courage, but he
^*^ followed the old woman into a half-demolished house;

she gave him a pot of ointment to apply to his sores, and

after showing him a clean httle bed, near which was a

complete suit of clothes, she left him some food and drink.

" Eat, drink, and sleep," said she, " and may our Lady
of Atocha, Saint Anthony of Padua, and Saint James of

Compostella watch over you ! I will come back to-

morrow."

Candid, astonished as he was at all that he had seen, at

all that he had suffered, and most of all at the charity of

this old dame, attempted to kiss her hand.
" The hand you should kiss is not mine," said she ;

" I

will come back to-morrow. Rub yourself with the oint-

ment, eat, and go to sleep."

In spite of so raauy misfortunes. Candid ate and fell

asleep. Next morning the old woman brought him some

breakfast, examined his back, and rubbed it herself with

another kind of ointment ; afterwards she brought him

dinuor, and returned in the evening with his supper. On
the following day she repfat^^d the same ceremonies.

"Who are you?" Candid kept saying to her; "and
who has inspired you with so much kindness? How can I

show my gratitude ?
"
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The good woman never gave any reply. "WTien she came
back that evening, she brought him no supper, but told

him to come -with her and not say a word. She held him
by the arm, and walked with him about a quarter of a

mile into the country, till they arrived at a lonely house
surrounded by gardens and canals. The old woman tapped
at a little door, and, when it was opened, conducted Candid
by a private staircase into a gilded chamber ; then leaving

him on a richly brocaded sofa, she shut the door, and
departed. Candid thought he must be in a trance, and
began to look upon all his past life as a dismal nightmare,

and upon the present moment as a dream of a more agree-

able character.

The old dame soon reappeared, supporting with diflBculty

another woman's trembling form. The latter was tall

and stately, glittering with jewels, and with a veil over her

face.

" Take off that veil," said the old woman to Candid.

The young man draws near ; with timid hand he lifts

the veil. What a moment of surprise ! He fancies that

he sees Miss Cunegund ; he saw her in reality, for it was

she herself. Strength fails him, he cannot utter a word,

he falls at her feet, and Cunegund falls on the sofa. The

old crone doses them with cordials, they recover their

senses, they converse together ; their words are at first

broken and incoherent, cross questions and crooko<l

answers, uiiugled with sighs, tears, and exclamations. The

old woman advises them to make less noise, and leaves

them to themselves.

" All ! Is it iudeed yourself ? " said Candid ;
" you are

still alive ! I find you once more, here in Portugal ! Tlicn

vou were never ravished after all ? You were not ripped

ojicn, then, as the philosopher Pangloss assured me ?
"

"Yes, I was," said the lov«!ly Cunegund ; "but deatli

does not always result from either of those accidents."
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" But your father and mother—were they killed ?
"

" It is but too true," said Cunegund, weeping.
" And your brother ?

"

" My brother was killed as well"
" And why are you in Portugal ? And how did yoii

know that I was here ? And by what strange chance have

you s'jjoceeded in bringing me into this house? "

" I will tell you everything," replied the lady ;
" but vou

must first inform me of all that has happened to yourself

since you gave me that innocent kiss, for which you were

kicked out of doors."

Candid very respectfully obeyed her. and, though he

was bewildered, though his voice was weak and stammer-

ing, and his hinder parts were still a little sore, he related

in the most artless manner all that he had gone through

since the moment of their parting. Cunegund raised her

eyes to heaven ; she shed tears when she heard of the

death qf_ the kind Anabaptist and of Pangloss ; after

wliich she spoke as follows to Candid, who was careful not

to lose a single word, and seemed as if he would fain devour

her with his eves.

CHAPTER VIII.

cunegund's story.

T WA3 in my led and fast asleep, when it pleased

lieaven to send the Bulgarians into our magnificent

castle of Thuinlertontrunk ; they murdi'red my father and

my brulhcr, ami hacked my mother to j>ieces. A big

l?nl^arian, six feet high, seeing that I had lost conscious-

ness at this dreadful spectacle, began to ravisli me. That
bnmght mc round; I recovered my Rcnses, I screamerl, I

struggled, I bit. I scruti-hed, and tried to tear the big
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Bulgarian's eyes out, not knowing that all that was hap-

pening in my father's castle was the usual thing under the

circumstances. The brutal fellow stabbed me with a knife

in ray left side, and I still bear the mark of the wound."
" Alas ! How I long to see it !

" said Candid simply.

" You shall do so," said Cunegund ;
*' but let me pro-

ceed."

" Pray proceed," said Candid.

So she took up the thread of her story.

" A Bulgarian captain now came in, and saw mc all

covered with blood, while the soldier never troubled him-

self to stir. The captain, enraged at this want of i*espect

shown towards himself, killed the brute as he lay upon

me. Then he had my wound dressed, and took me as a

prisoner of war to his own quarters. There I washed the

few shirts that he possessed, and cooked his meals for him;

he thought me exceedingly pretty,—excuse my saying so,

—

nor can I deny that he was a very well-made man, and that

liis skin was smooth and white ; but he had little wit or

]>hilosophy,—it was easy to see that he had not been edu-

cated by Dr. Pangloss. At the end of three months,

having lost all his money and grown tired of me. ho sold

me to a Jew named Don Issachur, who traded in Holland

and Portugal, and was passionately fond of the fair sex.

This Jew was greatly taken with my charms, but he could

not conquer my modesty ; I rojmlsed his overtures better

tliau tho.se of the Bulgarian soldier. An honourable lady

may be violated once in a way, but her virtue is thereby

strengthened. The Jew, in order to tamo me to submis-

sion, carried me ofE to this country house in which you

now find me. Till then I had sujtposed that there was

nothing on earth ko magnificent as the castle of Tlmnder-

tentrunk, but I have been undeceived.

"Tlie Grand Inquisitdr noticed mc one day at mass; he

ogled me a good d<.al, and scut me a message that he had



CANDID, OR OPTIMISM. 239

something of a private nature to communicate to me. I

was conducted to his palace, and I told him of my home
and parentage ; he represented to me how far beneath my
rank it was to belong to an Israelite. A proposal was
made on his behalf to Don Issachar that he should give

me up to His Reverence. Don Issachar, who is the court

banker, and a man of credit, would do nothing of the sort.

The Inquisitor threatened him with an auto-da-fr. At
last my Jew, under intimidation, concluded a bargain by

which the house and I should be shared by both in com-

mon ; that the Jew should have Monday, Wednesday, and
the Sabbath to himself, and that the Inquisitor should

have the other days of the week. This arrangement has

lasted six months ; but not without quarrels, for a dispute

has often arisen as to whether the night between Saturday

and Sunday belonged to the old or the new law. For my
part, I have hitherto successfully resisted both of them

;

and I believe that it is for that reason each of them loves

me still.

" At length, to avert the scourge of earthquakes, and to

frighten Don Issachar, it pleased Hid Reverence the In-

quisitor to celebrate an auto-da-fc, to which he did me the

honour to invite me. I had a capital seat, and the ladies

were served with refreshments between the mass and the

executions. I was, indeed, seized with horror when I saw

those two Jews burned, and that poor simple Biscayau

who had married his fellow god-parent ; but what was my
astonishment, my terror, and my distress, when I beheld

in a nanhcvUn, with a mitre on his head, a form which

resembled that of Puiigloss ! I rubbed my eyes, I gazed

attentively, I saw him hanged, and I fainted at the sight.

Scarcely had I recovered my senses, when I saw you
stripped nak<>d ; that put the crowning touch to my
horror, consleruation, grief, and despair. Lot me tell v<ui

that your skin is even more perfectly white and rosy tlian
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that of my Bulgarian captain. That spectacle sharpened

the anguish that pierced mj soul and utterly consumed

me. I screamed aloud, and would fain have said :
' Stop,

savages
!

' but my voice failed me, nor would my cries

have been of any use. After you had been soundly

whipped. I said to myself

:

" 'How can it have happened that the amiable Candid

and the wise Pangloss should turn up here in Lisbon, one

to receive a hundred lashes, and the other to be hanged by

order of His Reverence the Inquisitor, whose sweetheart

I am ? How cruelly did Pangloss deceive me when he said

that everything goes on in the best possible way !

'

" Agitated and distracted, at one moment beside myself

with indignation, and at the next feeling too weak to live,

I had my head full of all I had seen and suffered,—the

massacre of mv father, mother, and brother, the insults

to which that vile Bulgarian soldier had subjected me, the

wound that he had given me with his knife, my captivity,

my apprenticeship in cookery, my Bulgarian captain, my
ugly Don Issachar, my abominable Inquisitor, the hanging

c)f Dr. Pangloss, the grand miserere droned out while you

were being whii)ped, and, above all, the kiss I had given

you behind a screen the day I saw you, as I thought, for

the last time. I praised God for having brought you

back to me after so many trials. I reconmiendod you to

tlie care of this old servant, and told licr to bring you

hither as soon as she could. She has faithfully executed

her commission, and I have tasted the inexpressible

ideasure of seeing you again, of hearing you, and s|)eaking

to vou. But you must be fainishing, and I am pretty

hungry myself ; lot us begin supper."

So down they sat together at table ; and after supjier,

th«'v placed tlicmselves once more on that splendid sofa

wliich 1 have already mentioned, and there they were when

uiie of the masters of th'" house in the penson of Don
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Issachar, arrived. It was the Sabbath dav, and he came

to enjoy his rights, and to declare his tender attachment.

CHAPTER IX.

WHAT BEFELL CUNEGUND, CANDID, THE GRAND
INQUISITOR, AND THE JEW.

nPHIS Issachar was the most irascible Hebrew that had
* ever been seen since the Babylonian captivity.

"What is this?" said he ;
" bitch of a Galilean, was not

my lord Inquisitor enough, but this rascal must also have

his share of what belongs to me ?
"

So saying, he drew a long dagger, with which he was
always provided, and, not imagining that his adversary was

armed, he throw liimself upon Candid. But our worthy

Westphalian had received a fine sword from the old woman
along with the suit of clothes ; he drew this weapon,

though his manners were as a rule extremely gentle, and
stretched the Israelite stark dead upon the floor at the feet

of the fair Cunegund.
" Holy Virgin !

" she exclaimed. " What will bovome of

us? A man slain in my house! If the officers uf justice

come, wc arc lost."

"If Pangloss had not been hanged," said Candid, "ho
would have given us some good advice in this extremity.

for he was a great philosoplier. Failing him, let us consult

the old woman."
Sho had a large stock of prudence, and was beginning

to give her a/lvice, when another little door was opened.

It was an hour after midnight, so Sunday had begun, a

day that belonged to His Reverence the Inquisitor. Ho
entered^ and saw tin- \.\iAy castigated Candid, sword in

R
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hand, a dead body stretched upon the ground, Ciuiegund

scared out of her senses, and the old woman calmly giving

her advice.

This is what passed that moment through Candid's

mind, and thus it was he reasoned with himself:

" If this holy man calls for help, he will undoubtedly

have me burned, and he may possibly do as much for

Cunegund; he has already had me whipped unmercifully;

he is my rival ; I have just fleshed my sword ; there is no
J

time to hesitate."

This train of thought was rapid and concise, and, with-

out giving the Inquisitor time to recover from his surprise,

Candid ran his sword right through the other's body, and

hurled him beside the Jew.

" What ! another of them !
" exclaimed Cunegund

;

" there is no longer any possibility of pardon ; we are

excommunicated ; our last hour is come ! Whatever can

have possessed you, who are of so mild a disposition, to

kill within a couple of minutes a Jew and a dignitary of

the Church ?
"

" My beautiful young lady," answered Candid, " when

a man is under the influoiu-e of love and jealousy, and

has been whipped by the Inquisition, he is no longer like

himself."

Tlie old woman then put in her word, and said :

" There are thrt'C Andalusiaii steeds in the stable, with

saddles and bridli-s ; let the brave Candid get them ready;

you, my lady, have moidores and diamonds ; let us mount

without delay,—though I have only one side to sit on,

—

and

go to Cadi/,. It is the finest weather in the world, and

travelling is very eiijoyabli.' during the coolness of the

night."

Candid immediately saddled the three horses, and Cune-

gund, the old woman, and he, rode thirty miles witliout

drawing p'in. Wlp-n tli» y were already far away, the holy
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Hermandad ^ arrived upon the scene ; they buried His

Reverence in a magnificent church, and cast Issachar's

corpse into the common sewer.

Candid, Cunegund, and their old attendant had now

reached the little town of Ai-acena, amidst the Sierra

Morena mountains, and this was the conversation that

thev held together at an inn there.

CHAPTER X.

TELLS IN WHAT A STATE OF DISTRESS CANDID, CUNEGUND,

AND THE OLD WOMAN ARRIVED AT CADIZ, AND OF THEIR

SUBSEQUENT EMBARKATION.

"\1 THO can have robbed me of my pistoles and my
jewels ? " said Cunegund weeping. " How shall

we live ? What are we to do ? "Where can I find Inquisi-

tors and Jews to give me any more? "

" Alas
!

" said the old woman, " I strongly suspect a

reverend Franciscan friar, who lodged last night at the

same inn with us at Badajoz—Heaven preserve me from

forming a rash judgment !—but he came into our chamber

twice, and left the place long before we did."

" Ah !
" sighed Candid ;

" the excellent Pangloss used

often to assure me that the good things of this world are

the common property of all men, and that each of us has

an equal right to them. According to those princijiles.

this friar ought certainly to have left us wherewithal to

finish our journey. Have you then nothing at all re-

maining, my fair Cunegund ?
"

" Not a luaravedi," said she.

" What course must we adopt ? " said Candid.

' See note on p. 201.
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"Let us sell one of the horses," suggested the old

woman ;
" I will ride on a pillion behind the young lady,

—

though I can only sit upon one side,—and so we shall get

to Cadiz after all."

There happened to be in the same hostelry a prior of the

Benedictine order, who purchased the horse very cheaply.

Candid, Cunegund, and the old woman passed through

Lucena, Chillas, and Lebrija, and arrived at last at Cadiz.

There they found a fleet being fitted out, and troops

mustered, in order to bring to their senses the reverend

Jesuit fathers of Paraguay, who were accused of stirring

up a revolt among the natives against the kings of Spain

and Portugal, near the city of San Sacramento. Candid,

having seen some service with the Bulgarians, went

through his exercises before the general of the Uttle

expedition with so much grace, quickness, skill, spirit, and

agility, that he gave him the command of a company of

infantry. So now, being made a captain, he embarks with

Miss Cunegund, the old woman, two men servants, and the

two Andalusian horses which had belonged to the Grand

Inquisitor of Portugal.

During the passage they had many discussions upon the

philosophy of poor Pangloss.

" We are going into another world," said Candid ;
" it is

there no doubt that everything is right ; for it must be

confessed that we have had cause to complain a little of

wliat happens in our own, whether with respect to physical

or moral evils."

"I love you with all my heart," said Cuneguiul ;
" but I

am still shocked and terriOed at what I have seen and

un<l('rgt>ii»'."

" All will now go well," replied Candid ;
" the sea of this

new World is already better than those of Europe; it is

calmer, an<l the winds are more regular. Assuredly it is

the new one wliiih is the best of all j>o88ible worlds."
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" God graxit it!" sighed Cunegund; "but I have been so

horribly unhappy in the old one, that my heart is almost

shut against hope."
" You murmur," interposed the old woman, " and yet,

alas ! you have experienced no such misfortvmes as mine."

Cunegund nearly laughed in her face, for she thought it

very droll of this good dame to pretend to be more

unhappy than herself.

"Ah! my good woman," said she, "unless you have

been outraged by two Bulgarians, received two wounds
from a knife in your belly, had two castles demolished,

had two mothers and two fathers murdered before your

eyes, and seen two lovers of yours flogged at an auto-da-f>'',

I do not see how you can claim the palm in misfortune

over me ; to all this add that I was born a baroness, with

seventy-two quarterings, and yet I have been reduced to

the j)Osition of a cook."

" My young lady," answered the old woman, " you do

not know my birth and lineage ; and if I were to show you

what is behind," you would not speak as you do, but would

suspend your judgment."

This mysterious language created extreme curiosity in

the minds of Cunegund and of Candid, and the old woman
then addressed them in the following terms.

CHAPTER XI.

THE OLD woman's STORY.

"
l\/l

^ ^^^^^ \iaye not always been bleared aud rimnnd
•^'^ with red, my nose has not always touched my

chin, nor was I always a servant. I am the daughter

"Si je vuiis iiiontiiiis niou lUrriiif
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of Pope Urban X. and of the Princess of Palestrina.^

Until the age of fourteen years I was brought up in a

palace, to which the castles of all your German barons

would not have been JBit for stables ; and a single one of

my dresses cost more than all the magnificence of West-

phalia. I gi'ew in beauty, accomplishments, and talents,

surrounded by pleasure, hope, and admiration. I had

already power to inspire love ; my bust was fully formed,

and what a bust!—white, firm, and shaped like that of the

Venus de Medici. And what eyes ! what eyelids ! what

dark eyebrows ! what flames shot forth from either pupil,

and eclipsed the brightness of the stars !—as the poets of

our part of the country used to tell me. The women who
dressed and undressed me used to fall into raptures as

they looked upon me in front and behind ; and all the

men would fain have been in their place.

" I was betrothed to the Prince of Massa-Carrara. Such

a prince ! As handsome as myself, a compound of sweet-

ness and grace, beaming with wit, and burning with

passion. I loved him as one loves for the first time,

—

with, idolatry, with transport. Preparations were made for

our wedding with unheard of pomp and magnificence

;

there were incessant banquets, tournaments, and comic

operas; all Italy made sonnets in my praise, not one of which

was even passable. I had almost attained the summit of

my hap|)inoss, when an old marchioness, who had been my
prince's mistress, invited him to drink clioct»late at her

hi)Use. Ho died in less than two hours afterwards in

friglitful convuLsions ; but that was a mere trifle to what

followed. My mother, in despair, tliough far less afllicted

' V^»Itaire has hero tho folhtwin^ note: "Observe the author's

extreme iliHcreiion, for there liiis not u|» to tlie pre-icnt time been

any |Ki|>e named rrhuii X. He is afraid of attrihutinj,' ille^'itimate

oH'Kprinj,' to an actii.il |"i|ic. Wliat cirfumsiiectioii ! wliat delicacy

of conHcience I

"
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than I was, determined to retire for some time from so

fatal a place. She had a very fine estate near Gaeta, for

which we embarked in a native galley which was gilded

like the high altar of St. Peter's at Eome. Suddenly a

Sallee rover bore down upon us, and attacked us. Our
men defended themselves like soldiers of the Pope ; they

all fell upon their knees, throwing down their arms, and

begging the Corsair to grant them absolution in artictdo

viortis.

" They were immediately stripped as naked as apes, nor

did they spare my mother, nor our maids of honour, nor

myself. It is marvellous with what alacrity these gentry

undress people ; but what surprised me more was the way
in which they pryed into every nook and cranny of our

persons.' This ceremony seemed to me a very strange

one; for thus it is that we are apt to judge of everything

new when we have never been out of our own land. I soon

found out that the object of this proceeding was to discover

if we had any diamonds hidden about us ; it is a custom

estabhshed from time immemorial among the refined races

which scour the sea. I have beru informed that those

religious gentlemen, the Knights of Malta, never fail to act

in this way whenever they take Turkish prisoners of either

sex, it is a rule of the law of nations from which they never

depart.

" I need not tell you how hard it was for a young prin-

cess to be brought to Morocco as a slave along with her

mother
;
you may imagine, too, all we had to suffer in the

pirate ship. My mother was still very haudsoino ; our

maids of honour and our mere waiting-women had more

charms than were to be found in all Africa. As for me, 1

was simply enchanting,—beauty and grace personified
;

' "("est qu'ils nous niireiit ii tou.s Ic iloi^'t ilaiia uii ciulrdit oil

noils aiitrrs foimiii's iiouh ne nous liii-^sons iiutlie »roitliii!iiii' (juo

lies t'llllllll'S.
"
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moreover I was n virgin,—but I did not remain so long.

That flower which had been reserved for the handsome
Prince of Massa-Carrara was snatched from me by the

Corsair captain, an abominable negro, who thought he

was thereby doing me a great honour. Certainly Her
Highness the Princess of Palestrina and I must have had

strong constitutions to withstand all we went through

until our arrival at Morocco ! But let us pass on ; these

are matters of such common occurrence that they are not

worth the trouble of mentioning.

"Morocco was deluged with blood when we arrived. Of

the fifty sons of the Emperor Muley Ismjiel each had his

adherents, a state of things which resulted in fifty civil

wars, of blacks against blacks, of blacks against tawnies,

of tawnies against tawnies, of mulattoes against mulattoes
;

it was continual carnage throughout the whole extent of

the empire.
" Scarcely had we landed before some negroes belonging

to a faction opi>osod to that of my Corsair presented them-

selves to rob him of his booty. Next to the gold and

diamonds we were the most precious part of his cargo. I

was then witness of a conflict such as you never see in the

colder climates of Europe. The blood of northern nations

is not so inflammable; they do not carry their rage for the

fair sex to the degree that is common in Africa. It would

seem as if you Europeans had notliing stronger than milk

in vour veins; l>ut it is vitriol, it is liiiuid lire that flows

in the veins of the inhabitants of Mount Atlas and the

a<ljoining countries. Tht>y fought with the fury of the

lion.s, tigers,' and serpents of their native land, to decide

which oi" tJit'iii should have us. A Moor seized my motlier

bv till' riglit arm, my captain's lieutctiant held her fast by

' N'oltuiro iH not a f^uod autliority in Niiluml History. (See

I'.
77.) Tif^fTH lire not found in Africa.
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the left ; a Moorish soldier took her by one leg, while one

of our pirates was holding her by the other. There was
hardly one of our maids but found herself in a moment
•irawn in opposite directions by four soldiers. My captain

kept me hidden behind him ; scimitar in hand, he killed

all who ventured to oppose his rage. At last I saw all

our Italian women and my mother torn, hacked, and mas-

sacred by the monsters who disputed for their possession.

My captive companions, those who had taken us prisoners,

soldiers, sailors, blacks, tawnies, whites, mulattoes, and

last of all my captain, all were slain, and I alone was

left dying on a heap of dead. Scenes like this take place,

we know, over a space of more than three hundred leagues,

without causing anyone to neglect the five prayers a day

which Mohammed has enjoined.

" I freed myself with great difficulty from the heap of

bleeding carcasses, and dragged myself under a large

orange-tree on the bank of a stream hard by, where I sank

down overcome with fright, fatigue, horror, despair, and

hunger. Soon afterwards my overstrained senses gave way
to unconsciousness, which had more of the nature of a

swoon than of peaceful repose. I was still in that state of

weakness and insensibility, hovering between life and
death, when I felt myself pressed down by something that

moved above me ; I opened my eyes, and saw a white

man of prepossessing appearance, who was sighing and
muttering between his teeth :

•'
' chc sciayura iVcssere senza coglicnH'
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CHAPTEE XII.

THE STORY OF THE OLD WOMAN'S MISFORTrN'ES

CONTINUED.

" A STONISHED and delighted at hearing the language
"^ ^ of my native land, and no less surprised at the

words which the man uttered, I told him that there were

greater misfortunes than that of which he complained. I

gave him a brief account of the horrors I had undergone,

and I then fell back again in a swoon. He carried me into a

neighbouring house, had me put to bed, caused some food to

be given me, waited on me, soothed me with words of con-

solation and compliment, telling me that he had never seen

anything so beautiful as myself, and that he had never

felt so much regret as then for what no one could ever

restore to him.
" • I was born at Naples,' said he, ' where two or three

thousand children are treated like capons every year ; some

of them die in consequence, others acquire a voice finer

than a woman's, and others again come to be rulers of

States.' The operatiou in my case was very successful,

and I have been leader of the choir in the chapel of Her

Highness the Princess of Palestrina.*

'"My mother!' I exclaimed.

" ' Your mother?' cried he, bursting into tears. ' Why,

you must Ije that young ])riucess whom I iu.structed till

hhe was six year^ of age, and who even then gave promise

of being as lovely us you now are.'

" • The very same ; my nK-ther is lying four or five hun-

' bikf Carlo IJroHclii, cniiminnly ciillcil r'aiiiiclli, horn at Naples

in ITO.'i, wlio nwe to ^rcat iiilliu-nci- ut iIr- Court of I'cr.liiiainl VI.

of SjMiin.
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dred steps from "where we are, cut into quarters, and

covered bv a heap of dead bodies.'

" I then related to him all that had happened to me,

and he, in his turn, gave me an account of his adventures,

and informed me that he had been sent to the King of

Morocco by a Christian power in order to conclude a treaty

with that monarch, engaging to furnish him with gun-

powder, cannon, and ships to help him in exterminating

the commerce of other Chistians.

" ' My mission is fulfilled,' said this obliging eunuch ;
' I

am about to embark at Ceuta, and will take you back with

me to Italy. Ma che sciagnra cTessere senza coglioni

!

'

" I thanked him with tears of grateful emotion ; but,

instead of taking me to Italy, he brought me to Algiers,

and sold me to the Dey of that province. Hardly had the

sale been effected, when the plague which has made the

round of Africa, Asia, and Europe, broke out with fury at

Algiers. You have witnessed earthquakes, my young lady,

but have you ever had the plague ?
"

" Never," replied the Baroness.

"If you had had it," continued the old woman, "you
would acknowledge that an earthquake is nothing to it.

It is exceedingly common in Africa, and it attacked me.

Picture to yourself the situation of the daughter of a Pope,

only fifteen years of age, who in the space of three months

had been subjected to ijoverty and slavery, had been

violated nearly every day, had seen her mother cut into

quarters, had experienced all the horrors of war and

famine, and was now dyiug of the plague at Algiers ! I

did not die of it, however; but my eunuch and the Dey,

and almost the whole seraglio of Algiers, perished.

" When the first ravages of that frightful i>eslilence were

over, the TVy's slaves were i>ut up for sale. A mercliant

bought UK', and took me to Tunis ; tluMV I was sold to

another nirnliant, who sold nie again at Tripoli; from
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Tripoli I was passed on to Alexandria, from Alexandria to

Smyrna, and from Smyi-na to Constantinople. At last I

became the property of an Aga of the janissaries, who was

ere long commanded to go and defend the town of Azov

against the Russians who were besieging it.

" The Aga, who was a man greatly devoted to our sex,

took all his harem with him, and lodged us in a little fort

on the Sea of Azov, with two black eunuchs and twenty

soldiers to guard us. A prodigious number of Russians

were slain, but they soon made us an adequate return;

Azov was given up to fire and sword, and neither sex nor

age was spared. Our little fort alone held out, and the

enemy determined to starve us into submission. The
twenty janissaries had sworn that they would never sur-

render ; the extremities of hunger to which they were now
reduced constrained them, for fear of breaking their oath,

to eat our two eunuchs. At the end of a few days more

they resolved to devour the women.
" We had with us a very pious and compassionate Imam,^

who delivered a very fine discourse, in which he urged them

not to kill us outright.

" ' Only cut off,' said he, ' a rump steak from each of these

ladies, you will fiml it excellent fare ; if, in the course of a

few days, it should be necessary to return, you will then be

able to get a second supply ; heaven will be pleased with

you for acting so eharitably, and send you succour.'

" He had a great deal of elotjuenee, and persuaded them

to follow his advice. We wen- subjected to that liorriMe

operation, and the Imam applied to our wounds the same

luniling balm wliich is used iu the case of boys who have

been eircuinciseil ; but we nearly lost our lives.

" The janissaries had no sooner finished the meal with

whieli we had furnished them, than the Russians arrived

' Set- i'ii;^(' -JfCJ, m.lc 'J.
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in flat-bottomed boats, and not a janissary escaped. The
Russians paid no attention to the state in which we were,

but, French surgeons being found everywhere, a very clever

one took us in hand and cured us ; and I shall remember

all my life what proposals he made me after my wounds

were well closed. Moreover he told us all to cheer up,

and assured us that such things had happened at a good

many sieges, and that it was quite in accordance with the

laws of war.

" As soon as my companions were able to walk tliey

were sent to Moscow ; while I fell into the possession of a

boyard,^ who made me work in bis garden, and used to give

me twenty lashes a day. But at the end of two years, my
master having been broken on the wheel with thirty other

boyards for some plot against the court, I took advantage

of the event, and made my escape. I traversed the whole

of Russia ; I was for a long time a servant at a tavern at

Riga, afterwards at Rostock, Wismar, Leipsic, Cassel,

Utrecht, Leyden, the Hague, and Rotterdam ; I have

grown old in the midst of misery and contempt, having

only half of what I once had behind, and never being able

to forget that my father was a pope. A hundred times

have I determined to kill myself, but I always found I was

still too fond of life. That ridiculous weakness may be

considered one of our most unfortunate propensities, for

can there be anything more absurd than to wish to carry

for ever a burden which we are always desiring to throw

upon the ground ; to have a horror of existence, and yet to

cling to it ; in other words, to cherish the serpent which

devours us, until it has eaten our very heart?

"I havo seen in the various countries through wliirli it

has been my fortune to travel, as well as at the taverns

where I have born a servant, a prodigious numl»er of per-
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sons who abhorred their existence, but I have not known
more than twelve who of their own accord put an end to

their misery,—three negroes, four Englishmen, four from

Geneva, and one German professor named Eobeck.' At

last I came to be a servant in the house of the Jew, Don
Issachar, who placed me about your person, my sweet

yotmg lady, and I have become attached to your fortunes,

and been more interested in your adventures than in my
own. I should never even have spoken to you of my mis-

fortunes, if you had not given me a little provocation, and

if it were not the custom on board a ship to tell stories to

relieve the tediousness of the voyage. So you see. Miss, I

have had experience and know the world ; amuse yourself

now by getting every passenger to tell you his history, and

if a single one of them be found who has not often cursed

his life, who has not often said to himself that he was the

most wretched of all men, I give you leave to throw me
headforemost into the sea."

CHAPTER XIII.

HOW CANDID WAS OBLIGED TO PART FROM THE FAIR

CUNEOUND AND THE OLD WOMAN.

HPHE fair Cunegund, having heard the old woman's
"*• story, luiulc her all the polite acknowledgments that

were due to a person of her rank and merit. She welcomed

her proposal and engaged all the passengers, one after

another, to relate their adventures ; after which Candid

and she had to confess that the old lady was in tlie right.

" It is a great pity," said Candid, " that the wine Pan-

' Jean Ilobc-ck, lK)rn at C'alninr in Sweden, had drowned liiinsclf

in tlic Wescr at Bremen in ll'od.
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gloss was hanged contrary to the usual practice at an

auto-da-fe, for he would have made some admirable

remarks on the physical and moral evils which cover land

and sea, and I should feel that I have arguments strong

enough to embolden me to offer some objections in a re-

spectful manner."

As the passengers were relating their adventures the

ship made way, and they landed at last at Buenos Ayres.

Cunegund, Captain Candid, and the old woman proceeded

to the house of the Governor don Fernando d'Ibaraa y
Figueora y Mascarenas y Lampourdos y Souza. This

gentleman had a pride suitable to a man who bore so

many names. To those who addressed him he spoke with

the most magnificent disdain, holding his nose so high in

the air, and raising his voice so unmercifully, assuming a

tone so imposing, and affecting so pompous a gait, that all

who paid him their humble salutations felt inclined to kick

him. He loved the ladies to distraction, and when Cune-

gund appeared before him, he thought he had never seen a

loveher sight. The first thing he did was to inquire if she

were the captain's wife. The air with which he asked this

question alarmed Candid ; he dared not say that she was

his wife, for in point of fact that was not the case ; he

dared not assert that she was his sister, for she was not

that either ; and, however fashionable this convenient

falsehood may have been with the ancients, and however

useful it might be found in modern times, his soul was too

pure to tamper with the truth.

" Miss Cunegund," said he, " is to do me the honour of

marrying me. and we beg your Excellency to condescend

so fur as to coimtcnance our nuptials."

Don Femaudo d'Il)araa y Figueora y Mascarenas y
Lampoirdos y Souza twirled his moustache with a bitter

smilr, and ordered Captain Candid to go and inspect his

company. Candid obeyed, and the Governor was left
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alone with Miss Cunegund. He made a declaration of his

passion, protesting that he was ready to marry her the

next day, in the face of the Church or otherwise, just as

it might best please her charming self. Cunegund re-

quested to be allowed a quarter of au hour to collect her

thoughts, to consult the old woman, and to nmke her

decision.

The old woman said to Cunegund :

" My dear young lady, you have seventy-two quarterings

on your coat of arms, and not a farthing in your pocket

;

it rests only with yourself to become the wife of the

most distinguished personage in South America, whose

moustache is simply superb. Is it for you to pride your-

self upon a fidelity which is proof against every assault?

You have been ravished by the Bulgarians ; a Jew and an

Inquisitor have shared your good graces. Misfortunes

confer new rights, and I must confess, that were I in your

place, I should have no scruple in marrying His Excellency,

and making the fortune of Captain Candid."

Whilst the old lady was speaking with all the prudence

whirh age aii'l experience bestow, they saw a little vessel

enter the harbour; on board were slu alcalde smd alguazils.^

What had haj)peued was as follows.

The old woman had rightly suspected that it was the grey

friar witli the long sleeves who stole Cunogund's money and

jewels in the city of Badajo/, wlion she was on her hasty

flight with Candid. This Franciscan wished to sell some

r)f the jtrecious stones to a jeweller, but the tradesman re-

(Ognisod them as having belonged to the Grand Inquisitoi-

The friar, l)efore he was hanged, confessed that he had

stolen them, dt'scribed the persons in whose possession they

liad been, and pointed out the direction in which they had

gone, the (light of Cun«'gnnd and Can<lid being alreaily

' i.e., a magiMtrati- lunl liis ntlici'r.s.
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known. Thev were followed to Cadiz, and a vessel sent

after them without loss of time. This was the ship now in

harbour at Buenos Ayres. The report was spread that an

alcalde was about to laud with his officers, and that they

were in pursuit of the murderers of the Grand Inquisitor.

The old woman, with her usual foresight, saw in an instant

what was to be done.

" You cannot fly," she said to Cuuegund, " and you have

nothing to fear ; it was not you who killed His Reverence.

Besides, the Governor, being in love with you, will not

allow you to be ill-treated. Stay where you are."

Then she instantly hastened to Candid.
" Fly," she said, " or in an hour's time you will be burned

alive."

There was not a moment to be lost ; but how was he to

tear himself away from Cunegund, and whither was he to

fly for refuge ?

CHAPTER XIV.

HOW CANDID AND CACAMBO WERE RECEIVED AMONG THE

JESUITS OF PARAGUAY.

/'^ANDID had brought with him from Cadiz a serving-

^*^ man belonging to a class plentiful enough on the

coast of Spain and in the colonies. He was one-quarter

Spanish, having lx?en born of a mulatto mother in Tucu-

mau. He had been hy turns choir-boy, sexton, sailor.

monk, porter, soldier, and lackey. His name was Cacambo.

and he was strongly attached to his master, because his

master was very good-natured. He saddled the two Anda-

lusian horses as quickly as he could.

*' Come, my master, let us follow the old woman's advice,

s
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and be off, without talciug a look beliiud us as we gallop

away."

Candid slied tears as lie exclaimed :

" O my dear Cunegund ! must I forsake you just at the

time when His Excellency the Governor was about to

countenance our nuptials y After having come with me so

far, what, Cunegund, will become of you?"
" She will do the best she can," said Cacambo. " Women

never find much ti'ouble in disposing of themselves ; heaven

takes good care of that—let us be off."

" Whither do you propose to take me? In what direc-

tion are we going ? What shall we do without Cunegund?"
asked Candid.

"By St. James of Compostella!" said Cacambo, "you
were going to fight against the Jesuits, let us go and help

them instead. I know the roads pretty well, and will

guide you into their territories ; they will be delighted to

have a captain expert in the Bulgarian drill, and you will

make a j)rodigious fortune. Wher luck goes against us in

one place, we may be better off in another. It is no small

pleasure to see and do new things."

"You have been in Paraguay already then?" said

Candid.

"Yes, indeed," answered Cacambo; " I was a scout in

the College of Asuncion, and know all about the govern-

ment of Ihe padrcn as well as I know the streets of Cadiz,

and an a'lniirabi*' thing it is. Their territory is already

more tliim than three lumdred h-agues across, and it ia

divided into thirty provinces. The /)a</rt!« have every tiling

there, and tlie j)eople nothing— it is the very masterpiece

of reason iind justice. For my part, I liave never seen

anytliing so divine as the padnx, who here make war on

the King (.f Spain and the King of Portiigal, whilst in

Kiin.pe they act as tlu^ir father confessors; here they kill

Sj)ania.rdH, and in Madrid they teach them the way to
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heaven. This behaviour charms me—let us proceed. You
are destined to be the happiest of all men. How pleased

the padres will be when they know that a ca]^tain who is

acquainted with the Bulgarian drill is coming to hel}'

them!"

As soon as they reached the first outpost, Cacambo told

t he advanced guard that a captain requested an audience

'if His Reverence the Commandant. Information was

conveyed to the main guard, and a Paraguayan officer

liastened to prostrate himself at the feet of the Comman-
lant, and to deliver the message. Candid and Cacambo
were in the first place disarmed, and their two Audalusian

horses seized. Then the strangers were led forward

between two files of soldiers, at the further end of which

stood the Commaudaut, with his three-cornered cap on his

head, his gown tucked up, a sword at his side, and a half-

pike in his hand. He made a sign, and immediately four-

iiid-twenty soldiers sui-rounded the two new-comers. A
rgeant told them that they must wait, that the Commau-

'lant covdd not speak with them, and that the Reverend

I'ather Provincial did not allow any Spaniard to open his

mouth except in his own presence, or to stay longer than

three hours in the country,

" And where is the Reverend Father Provincial ?" asked

< 'acanibo.

" He is at parade, after having said mass," answered

the sergeant, "and you cannot kiss his spurs for three

hours."

" But," said Cacambo, " my master, tlie captain, who is

famished like myself, is no Spaniard ; he is a German.

Can we not have some breakfast while we wait for His

Iteverence?"

'Yho sergeant immediately went olT to rcjiort this speech

to tlie Commandant.
** UoJ be pniisod!" said that personage; " since lie is a
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German, I cau speak to him. Let liim be brought to mv
arbour."

So Candid was straightway conducted into a green

bower, adorned with a very handsome marble colonnade of

green and gold, with trellis-work, behind which were con-

fined parrots, humming-birds of all sorts and sizes, guinea-

fowl, and all the rarest of the feathered tribe. An excel-

lent breakfast was provided in vessels of gold, and whilst

the Paraguayans were eating Indian corn out of wooden

bowls, iu the open field, exposed to the fierce heat of the

sun, the Reverend Father Commandant entered his leafy

arbour.

He was a very handsome young man, his face well filled

out, of a fair and fresh-coloured complexion, with high

arched eyebrows, bright eyes, ruddy ears and ruby lips ; his

air was proud, but with a pride which was neither that of a

Sj^aniard nor of a Jesuit. The arms of which they had been

deprived were given l)ack to Candid and Cacambo, as well

as Uu'ir two Andalusian horses; and Cacambo fed them

with oats near the arbour, without taking his eyes off them

for fear of a surprise.

Candid iirst kissed the hrm of the Commandant's gown,

and tlicn they seated themselves at table.

" You arc German, it seems':' " said the Jesuit in that

language.

" Yes, reverend father," replied Candid.

As they uttered these words, they looked at each other

with extreme astonishment and an emotion which they

i;ould not control.

'• And to what part of Germany do you belong ? " asked

the Jesuit.

"To tlu! dirty province of \VeKtj)luilia," said Candid; "I
wiiH l»(>rn in the castle of Thunderteutrunk."

" O heavens ! is it possible !
" exclaimed the Com-

luaudant.
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" Wliat a miracle !
" exclaimed Candid.

" Can it be you ? " said the Commandant.
" This is quite impossible !

" said Candid.

They both started back, then threw themselves into each

other's arms, and shed torrents of tears.

" What ! Can it indeed be yourself, reverend father ':

Are you the brother of the beauteous Cunegund ? You
who were killed by the Bulgarians ! you, the son of my
lord Baron ! you, a Jesuit in Paraguay ! It must be con-

fessed that this world is a strange place. O Paugloss

!

Pangloss ! how pleased you would be, if you had not been

hanged !

"

The Commandant ordered the negro slaves to retire, as

well as the Paraguayans who were pouring out wine for

them into goblets of rock crystal He thanked God and

Saint Ignatius a thousand times ; he pressed Candid to

his heart, and their faces were bathed in tears.

"You would be still more amazed, more affected, more

transported," said Candid, "were I to tell you that your

sister. Miss Cunegund, whom you believed to have be^Mi

ripped open, is well and hearty."

" Where ?
"

" In your neighbourhood, in the house of His Excellency

the Governor of Buenos Ayres; and I myself came to South

America to fight against you."

Each word that they uttered during a long conversation

contribut<.'d to pile wonder upon wonder. Their whole

soul seemed to hover over their lips, to listen at their ears,

and to 8i)arkle in their eyes. As they were Germans, they \

sat at table a considerable time, while they waited for the

R^'verend Father Provincial ; and the Comraan<]ant spoke

as follows to his dear Candid.
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CHAPTEE XV.

HOW CANDID KILLED THE BROTHER OF HIS BELOVED
CUNEGUND.

" T SHALL never cease to remember all my life long the

terrilde day on which I saw my father and mother

killed, and my sister ravished. When the Bulgarians were

gone, that charming sister of mine was nowhere to be

found, but my father and mother, togetlier with myself,

two female servants, and three little boys with their throats

cut, were laid in a cart and taken for burial to a chapel

of the Jesuits, at a distance of two leagues from my an-

cestral home. A Jesuit sprinkled us with holy water,

which was horribly salt, and some drops of it went into

my eyes ; the good father noticed that my eyelids slightly

quivered ; he placed his hand on my heart, and felt it

beat ; my life was saved, and ai the end of three weeks I

was as well as ever. You know, my dear Candid, that 1

was exceedingly good-looking, and I became still more so

;

accordingly the Reverend Father Croust.^Superior of the

House, conceived the most tender affection for me. He
gave me the dress of a novice, and some time afterwards I

was sent to Rome. The Father General ha<l ufod of young

German Jesuits to serve as recruits in Paraguay, where the

native chieftains admit as few Spanish Jesuits as they can;

they like f>thor EuropeaiiH lu'tter. f(»r they expect to find

them more Hiilnnissive to their authority. I was judged

fit by the Reverend Father General to go and work in that

vineyard. A Pole, a Tyrolese, and I set sail together. On

' " Diilrin" in tlio fiiHt cilition. Holli Didrie iinil ('roust wore old

«?noini«'M of Voltain*. Ho iiwnliouH tin' IiitttTs brutality in Iuh

" I>irl. I'llilosti|iliii|UC."
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my arrival I was honoured with the sub-diacouate and a

lieutenancy ; I am now a colonel and a priest. We shall

give the troops of the King of Spain a vigorous reception
;

I warrant you they will be excommunicated and soundly

thrashed. Providence sends you hither to support us. But
is it indeed true that my dear sister Cunegund is in this

neighbourhood, and living at the house of the Governor

of Buenos Ayres ?
"

Candid solemnly assured him that nothing was more

certain, and their tears began to flow afresh.

The Baron seemed as if he would never be weary of

embracing Candid ; he called him his brother and his

preserver.

" Perhaps," said he, " we may be able, my dear Candid,

to enter the town together as conquerors, and recover my
sister Cunegund."

" That is my dearest wish," said Candid, " for I intended

to marry her, and I still hope to do so."

" Insolent fellow!" exclaimed the Baron ;
" can you have

the impudence to think of marrying my sister, who has no

less than seventy-two quarterings of nobility ? I count it

intolerable effrontery in you to dare to speak to me of a

project so pre.sumi)tuous !

"

Candid, astonished at hearing such language, replied

thus :

" Reverend Father, all the quarterings in the world

matter not a straw ; I rescued your sister from the arms
of a Jew and of an lutjuisitor ; she is under very con-

siderable obligations to me, and is minded to be my wife.

Dr. Pangloss always told me that all mankind are equal,

an«l, you may drpond up<m it, I will nuirry her."

"That n-nuiins to l»e seen, you scoundrel," said the

.b'Huit Banm of Thundertentrunk. and so saying lie gave

him a heavy bU)w on the face with the flat i>f liis sword.

Candid instantly drew liis own, and buried it up to the
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hilt in the body of the Jesuit Baron ; but, as he pulled out

the reeking weapon, he burst into tears, and exclaimed:

"Good God! I have slain my quondam master and

friend, my prospective brother-in-law ! I am the best-

hearted man in the world, yet, lo and behold, I have

already killed three men, and amongst those three two of

them are priests."

Cacarabo, who had been keeping watch at the door of

the arbour, ran up to his master, who said to him

:

" Nothing now remains for us to do but to sell our lives

as dearly as possible. People, no doubt, will soon visit

this arbour ; since die we must, let it be with arms in our

hands."

Cacambo, who had often been in similar predicaments,

did not lose presence of mind ; he took the Jesuit's gown

which the Baron wore, and put it upon Candid, gave him

the dead man's square cap, and made him mount on horse-

hack. All this was done in the twinkling of an eye.

" Let us gallop away, master ; everybody will take you

for a Jesuit going to give some orders, and we shall liave

[•assed the frontiers befon' they can run after us."

He was already m full flight as he uttered these words,

and cried out in Spanish

:

" Make way ! make way for the Reverend Father the

Colonel
!

"

I
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V^^X

CHAPTER XVI.

WHAT HAPrENED TO THE TWO TRAVELLERS IN CONNiEC-

TION WITH TWO GIRLS, TWO MONKEYS, AKD THE SAVAG-ES

CALLED OREILLONS.

/^^ANDU) and his servant were beyond the barriers

^^ before anyone in the camp yet knew of the death

of the German Jesuit.

The provident Cacambo had taken care to fill his haver-

sack with bread, chocolate, ham, fruit, and some flasks of

wine. Riding their Andalusian horses, they penetrated into

an unknown country where they found no track. At last a

beautiful meadow land, intersected by rivulets, was spread

out before them, where our two travellers allowed their

steeds to graze. Cacambo urged his master to eat, and
himself set him the example.

" How can you expect me to eat ham, when I have slain

the son of my lord Baron, and find myself condemned
never to sec the fair Cunegund again all my days ? What
is the good of prolonging this wretched life, which I must
drag on far from her in remorse and despair ? And what
will the Tri'voux Gazette^ sa,y?

"

As lie asked tlicse questions, he never ceased eating.

The sun was now setting, when the two wanderers heard

some faint cries, uttered ap])arently by women. They were

imcrrtain wlu'tlu-r tlicy wore the cries of sorrow or of joy
;

but tht-y rose hurriedly, with that feeling of uneasmess

' TliP " .I<nirmil de Trt'voux " wo-h ft p(>ri(Mliral roconl of science

ant! iirt puMislied l»y the JcHuits for ntnTiy years (1701-1707).
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aud alarm which every sound inspires in a strange country.

Tlie clamour proceeded from two girls in nature's garb

who were running at full speed along the side of the

meadow, while a couple of monkeys were closely pxarsuing

them and luting their buttocks. Candid was moved vrith

pity at the sight ; he had learned to shoot so well when he

was with the Bulgarians, that he could hit a nut on a hazel

bush without touching a leaf. He seized his double-

barrelled Spanish musket, fired, and killed both the

monkeys.
'• Thank God, my dear Cacambo! I have delivered these

two poor creatures from a great danger ; if I committed a

sin in killing an Inquisitor and a Jesuit, I have made
v\(- ample amends by saving the Hves of two young women.

^ ^ Perhaps they are damsels of high degree, and this ad-

L-P venture may procure us considerable advantage in this

*,j-> country."

He was going to continue, but his tongue was paralysed

on his seeing the two girls embrace the monkeys most

tenderly, burst into tears over their dead bodies, and fill

the air with cries of bitter lamentation.

" I was not prepared for such a display of kind good-

nature," said he at last to Cacambo, who replied :

" That is a pretty piece of work of yours, master
;
you

have killed these two young ladies' lovers."

" Tlieir lovers! Can it be possible? You are jesting

with me, Cacambo ; how can I believe you 'i

"

" My dear master," answered Cacambo, " you are always

astonislie*! at everything. Why should you find it so

strange that ther«^ are some countries where nionkeys are

ill high favour with the ladies? Tliey are a fourth jmrt

human, just as I am by a fourth jiarta Spaniard."

" Ah I
" rejoincid Candid, " 1 rememlK'V nearing Dr.

J'iingioHH say that in ancient times such tilings liad hap-

pen<'(l, and that those mixtun's had produced goat-footed
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Paus, fauns, and satyrs, and that divers distinguished

men of antiquity had seen some of them ; but I took all

such stories for fables."

" You should be convinced how that they are true
;
you

see how these creatures are treated by persons who have

received no proper education. All that I am afraid of is

that these ladies will do us some serious mischief."

These weighty reflections induced Candid to leave the

meadow, and retire into the depths of an adjoining wood.

There he and Cacambo had supper, and both of them,

after cursing the Portuguese Inquisitor, the Governor of

Buenos Ayres, and the Baron, went to sleep on a couch

of moss. When they awoke, they found themselves

unable to stir, the reason of which was that during the

night the Oreillons, who inhabit that country, and to

wlium the two damsels had denounced them, had tied them
down witli ropes made of the bark of a tree. They were

sun-ounded by about fifty of the tribe, stark naked, and

armed with bows and arrows, clubs, and stone hatchets
;

some were boiling water in a huge caldron, others were

preparing spits, and all were shouting :

" A Jesuit ! He is a Jesuit ! We shall have our re-

venge, and first-rate fare. Let us eat up the Jesuit ! let

us eat up the Jesuit !

"

*' I told you plainly, my dear master," said Cacambo
dolefully, " that these two girls would play us some nasty

trick."

Candid, catching sight of the caldron and the spits,

exclaimed :

" We are certainly going to be roasted or boiled. Ali

!

What Would J)r. Paugloss say, if he saw what human
nature is like in its unsophisticated simplicity ? All is

right,—be it so; but I must confess that it is right hard to

have lost Miss Cunegund, and to bo stuck on a Bj)it by

Indians."
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Cacambo, who never lost his presence of mind, said to

the disconsolate Candid:
" Do not despair ; I understand a little of the jargon

of this tril>e, and will speak to them."

"Be sure that you imjiress upon them," said Candid,
" the horible inhumanity of cooking their fellow-men, and

how little it is in accordance with Christiauity."

" Gentlemen," said Cacambo, " you are intending, I

think, to eat up a Jesuit to-day,—is it not so ? And such

a proceeding is quite right ; nothing is more just than to

treat one's enemies in that way. In fact the voice of nature

teaches us to kill our neighbour, and that is what people

are doing all over the earth. If Ave do not avail ourselves

of the right of eating them as well, that is because we have

other means of furnishing our feasts; but you have not

the same recources as we have, and assuredly it is far

better to eat one's enemies than to abandon the fruit of

our victories to ravens and crows. But, gentlemen, you

would not wish to eat up your friends. You fancy that

you are about to spit a Jesuit, whereas it is your defender

and the foe of your foes that you are on the point of

roasting. As for me, I was born in your own country,

and the gentleman you see before you is my master. So

far from being a Jesuit, he has just killed one of them,

whose spoils lie is wearing ; that is liow your mistake arose.

To ascertain the truth of what I tell you, take his gown,

convey it to the first outpost of tlie Jesuits' territory,

and inquire whether my master has not killed a Jesuit

(»fficer. It will not require much time
;
you will still be

able to eat us uj), if you find tliat I have lied to you. But
if I liavc t<»l<l you the triith, you are loo well aci^uainted

with the principles of j>ulilic juslicc, morality, and law, not

to grant uh acquittal."

The OrcilloiiH tliought this proposal very reasonable,

and they iK-put-e*! two of their leading men to go without
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delay and make inquiry into the facts. The two delegates

discharged their commission Kke men of sense, and soon

returned with good tidings. The Oreillons thereupon re-

leased their two prisoners, treated them with every sort of

civility, offered them their daughters, gave them refresh-

ment, and escorted them back to the confines of their

State, crying out with animation :

" He is no Jesuit ! He is no Jesuit !

"

Candid never grew weary of wondering at the cause of

his deliverance.

" What a people
!

" said he ;
" what men and manners

to be sure ! If I had not had the good fortune to drive

my sword right into the body of Miss Cunegund's brother,

I should have been killed and eaten without mercy. But,

after all, there is a great deal of goodness in unsophisticated

nature, since these people, instead of eating me up, have

paid me a thousand attentions, as soon as they knew that

I was not a Jesuit."

CHAPTER XVII.

ARRIVAL OP CANDID AND HIS SERVANT IN THE LAND OF

EL DORADO, AND WHAT THEY SAW THERE.

y X JHEN they reached the frontier of the Oreillons Ca-
* • cambo said to Candid :

'* You see that this hemisphere is no better than the

other ; take my advice, and let us return to Europe by

the quickest way we can."

"How are we to return?" said Candid; " and whither

shall we go? If I seek my own country, tlie Bulgarians

and Ab;iri;uis massacre everylx>dy th<»re ; if I go back to

I'orlugal, I shall be l»unied at llic stake ; and if we remain

in this euiiulry, we run the ri.sk every moment of being
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stuck on a spit. But how can I make up my miud to leave

a part of the world which contains Miss Cuuegund?"
" Let us turn our steps towards Cayenne," proposed

Cacambo ;
" we shall find French people there, for they

travel all over the world ; they will perhaps help us. It

may be that Heaven will have pity upon us."

It was no easy task for them to make their way to

Cayenne ; they had a general knowledge of the direction

in which they must go, but mountains, rivers, precipices,

robbers, and savages were everywhere formidable obstacles

to their progress. Their horses died of fatigue, their pro-

visions were consumed, they had no food for a whole

month, except wild fruits, till they found themselves at

last near a little river bordered by cocoa-nut trees, which

served to sustain both life and hope.

Cacambo, whose advice was always as judicious as that

of the old woman had been, said to Candid

:

" We can liuld out no longer, we have gone far enough

on foot. I see an empty canoe on the bank ; let us fill it

with cocoa-nuts, get into the little bark and drift with the

stream ; a river always leads to some inhabited jjlace. If

we meet with nothing agreeable, we shall at least meet

with something new."
" Let us go," said Candid, " and commit ourselves to

Providence."

They rowed along for many leagues between banks, in

some places gay with flowers, and in others arid wastes;

at one time level, and at another steep. The river grew

ever wider and wider, but at last it disappeared under an

archway of frowning rocks which rose high into the sky.

The two travcllt'rs were bold enough to trust themselves

to the agitat4.'d water beneath this arcli. The river, con-

tracted in this ])art of its course, carried them along

swiftly and with terrific u])roar. At the end of four-and-

tweuty hours they saw da}li^hl once more; but their
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oanoe was shattered agaiust the jagged reefs, and they

were obliged to creep from rock to rock for a whole league,

until at length they found an extensive prospect all

around, with inaccessible mountains on the horizon. The
land was cultivated as much for pleasure as for necessity ;

*

the useful was everywhere mixed with the agreeable ; the

roads were covered, or rather adorned, with carriages, the

form and material of which were alike splendid, wherein

were seated men and women of singular beauty, and which

were drawn along rapidly by large red sheep,' surpassing

in speed the finest horses of Andalusia, Tetuan, and
Miknas.

"Here," said Candid, "is a country, after all we have

gone through, which is better than Westphalia."

He landed with Cacambo near the first village to which
they came, at the entrance of which some children, clad in

gold brocade, but all in tatters, were playing at quoits.

Our two inhabitants of the other w^orld amused themselves

with looking on ; the quoits were pretty large round

objects, yellow, red, and green, which shone with remark-

able brilliance. The travellers were seized with a desire

to pick up some of them, a,nd found that they were gold,

emeralds, and ruV>ies, the smallest of which would have

formed the chief ornament of the throne of the Great

Mogul.
" Doubtless," said Cacambo, " these children who are

playing bore are the sons of the king of the country."

The village schoolmaster appeared at that moment to

call them into school again.

" That," said Candid, " must be the tutor of the roval

family."

The ragged little urchins immediately stopped tluir

irame, leaving their quoits on the ground, with all tin'ir

' 'I'lic I.l.ima or Al|iii<ii of Soutli Aiiicrioa.
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other playthings. Candid picked them up, and running to

the tutor, humbly presented them to him, giving him to

understand by signs that their royal highnesses had

forgotten their gold and precious stones. The Tillage

pedagogue with a smile tlirew them on the ground,

regarded Candid for a moment from head to foot with

cjnsiderable surprise, and then walked on.

The travellers did not fail to gather up the gold, the

I'ubies, and the emeralds.

" Where are we ? " exclaimed Candid. " The children of

the kings of this country must be very well brought up,

when they are taught to despise gold and precious stones,"

Cacambo was as much astonished as Candid.

At length they reached the first house in the village

itself, which was built as a palace would be in Europe. A
great crowd was thronging the door, and a still larger

number were inside ; most exquisite sti'ains of music were

heard, and a tempting smell proceeded from the kitchen.

Cacambo went up to the door, and heard those within

speaking in the language of Peru ; it was his mother

tongue, for everybody knows that Cacambo was born in

Tucuman, at a village where no other language was known.
" I will act as your interpreter," said he to Candid; " let

us enter ; this is evidently an inn."

Iinmr'diately two waiters and two servant-maids be-

l(»ngiug to the tavern, dressed in cloth of gold, and liaviug

Iheir hair fastened with gold-embroidered ribbons, invited

them to join the ordinary. There were set on the table

four dilTrreiit kinds of souj), each garnished witli a brace

i>f ]»arrots, a boiled coiKlor which weighed two hundred

p(>iinds, iwo roii.stcMl monkeys of a delicate flavour, three

hundn'<l of the larger HJ/.ed huniiiiiiig-birds in one dish

and six liujxlred of the smaller in another, exquisite

r.igoiits, an<l delicious pastry ; all were st-rvt'd up in dishes

uiadeof a kind of rock erv.-,(;il. The waiters and waitresses
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handed round a variety of cordials made out of the juice

of the sugar-cane.

The guests were for the most part shopkeepers and

waggoners, but all were exceedingly polite, asking Ca-

••ambo a few questions with the most respectful discretion,

and answering his own inquiries in a perfectly satisfactory

manner.

When the meal was done, both Candid and Cacambo
thought they were paying handsomely for their share by

laying on the table two or three of the large pieces of gold

which they had picked up, but the host and hostess burst

out laughing, and held their sides for a good while befor-;

they could recover their gravity.

" Gentlemen," said the innkeeper at last, " it is very

evident that you are strangers, and we are not in the habit

of seeing such
;
you must forgive us if we could not help

laughing wlien you offered us for payment the stones

which are found upon our high roads. Doubtless you

have none of the money of the country, but it is not neces-

.sary for you to have any in order to dine here. All the

inns established for the convenience of trade are supported

by government. You have fared meanly here, because thi.^

is a i)oor village, but everywhere else you will meet with

the entertainment due to your merits."

Cacaml)0 interpreted to Candid all that the landlord had
said, and Candid heard it with the same wonder and bewil-

dennent as his friend Cacambo betrayed in reporting it.

" What land can this be," they said to each other,

" which is unknown to all the rest of the world, and where
liuman nature is altogftlier different from ours? This is

in all probability the land where everything goes on well,

for there must infallibly be one of that sort somewhere.

And whatever Dr. Pangloss might choose to say about if.

I often perceived that things went on badly enough in

W.'stphalia."
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CHAPTER XVIII.

WH\T THE TRAVELLERS SAW IN THE LAND OP

EL DORADO.

/'^ACAMBO expressed all his curiosity to the landlord,
^-^ and the latter said :

•' I am very ignorant, and I find it all the better for me
that I am so; but we have in our village an old gentleman,

retired from Court, who is the most learned man in the

kingdom, and the most ready to impai't information."

Therewith he conducted Cacambo to the old man's

house. Candid only played second fiddle, and accom-

panied his servant. They entered a house that was very

unpretending, for the front door was only silver, and the

])anels of the rooms were merely gold, but worked with so

much taste that the most sumptuous wainscoting could not

have ecliiised them. The entrance hall, indeed, was in-

crusted with nothing more valuable than rubies and

emeralds ; but the order in which everything was disposed

iiuide ample amends for such extreme simplicity.

The old gontlonmn received the two strangers on a sofa

covered with the feathers of humming-birds, and ordei'ed

cordials to be handed to them in diamond goblets, after

wliich he j>rocecded to satisfy their curiosity as follows

:

" I am a hundred tlirec score and twelve years old, and

I have heard from my deceased father, who was the King's

equerry, of the astonishing revolutions that took place in

l\i n, of wliich he had been an eye-witness. The kingdom

wliere w*.- are is tlie ancient home o( the Incas. which they

very iinpruilently (juitted to go and subdue another jiartof

tlie world, Ixiiug in the end themselves destroyed by the

Spaniards.
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" The princes of their house who stayed behind in their

native country showed themselves wiser ; with the consent

of the people they forbade any inhabitant ever to leave our

little kingdom, and that law is what has preserved to us

our innocence and our happiness. The Sjianiards acquired

a vague knowledge of this country, and have called it El

Dorado, while an Englishman, named Sir Walter Raleigh,

actually came within reach of it a hundred years ago ; but

we are hemmed in by inaccessible rocks and precipices. We
have always hitherto been protected from the greed of

European nations, which have an incomprehensible rage

for the stones and dirt of our land, and would, in order to

possess them, slay us all to the very last man.''

The conversation that followed was a long one, and

turned on the form of government, the manners of the

people, their women, their public shows, and the state of

the arts among them. At last Candid, who always had a

taste for metaphysics, inquired through Cacauibo if there

was any religion in their country.

The old man blushed a little at being asked such a

question.

" Pray, can you doubt itr" said he. "Do you take us for

wretches incapable of gratitude ?
"

Cacambo respectfully inquired what was the religion of

El Dorado. The old man blushed again.

" Can there be two religions ? " said he. " We hold

what I suppose is the religion of all the world ; we worship

God from morning till night."

" Do you worship only one God?" pursued Cacambo.
wiio always si'rs'e<l as the interpreter of Candid's doubts.

"Clearly," replied the old gentleman, "there are uut

fwo, nor three, nor four Gods. I must confess that I

think the people of your world a.sk very singular qufs-

tion.s."

Candid still rontiiiui-il to interrogate the courteous old
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man ; he wanted to know how prayers were offered to God
in El Dorado.

" We do not pray to Him at all," said the devout and

venerable sage ;
" we have nothing to ask Him to give us.

He has already bestowed upon us all we need, and we thank

Him continually."

Candid had the curiosity to wish to see some of their

jiriests, and he bade Cacambo ask where they were to be

•.found. The good old man said with a smile

:

" My friends, we are all of us priests ; the King and all

the heads of families solemnly sing hymns of thanksgiving

every morning, and five or six thousand musicians accom-

pany them."
" What ! Have you no monks among you, who teach, and

wrangle, and govern, and intrigue, and have people burned

who do not agree with their opinions ?
"

" We should have to lose our senses first," said the old

man ;
" we are all of the same way of thinking here, and

we do not understand what you mean by your monks."

Candid remained wrapt in astonishment during this talk,

and said to himself:

" This is very different from West}>halia, and my lord

.Baron's castle ; if our friend Pangloss had seen El Dorado,

he would no longer have maintained that Thundertentrunk

was the best castle on the surface of the earth. Assuredly

•no ought to travel."

After this long conversation the kind old gentleman

ordered a coach and six sheep to be got ready, and lent the

services of a dozen of his domestics to escort the two

travellers to Court.

" Excuse me," said he, " if my age deprives me of the

honour of accomjmnying you. The King will receive yo\i

in a manner which will leave you no reason to com])lain,

and yoti will, I liiivc no doubt, pardon any customs of the

country which may happen to displcaHC yuu."
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Candid and Cacambo entered the carriage, the six sheep

flew along, and iu less than four hours they reached the

King's palace, which was situated at the further end of the

capital. The portico was two hundred and twenty feet

high, and one hundred feet in width ; it is impossible to

describe the material of which it was built, but it may very

well be imagined how infinitely superior it must liave been to

the stones and gravel which we call gold and precious stones.

A score of beautiful girls who were on guard received

Candid and Cacambo as they alighted from the coach,

conducted them to the bath, and arrayed them in robes

woven of the down of humming-birds ; afterwards the

high officers of the Court, male and female, ushered them

into the presence of His Majesty between two lines, each

of which consisted of a thousand musicians, according to

the usual custom. When they drew near the throne-room,

Cacambo asked a grand officer what posture they would

have to adopt iu paying their respects to His Majesty,

—

whether they should simplY kneel, or prostrate themselves

on the ground at full length ; whether they were to put

their hands on their heads or behind their backs ; whether

it was usual to lick the dust off the floor; iu short, what

was tlio ceremony to be observed on such an occasion.

" The custom," said the high official, " is to embrace the

King and kiss him ou both cheeks."

Candid and Cacambo accordingly threw their arms round

His Maj«'sty's neck, who received them most graciously.

and poHtcly invited tliem to sup with liim.

In thi' nieaiitinie thoy were taken to see the town,—the

public buildings, that seemed to touch the clouds; the

market-pliU'cs, beautified witli a thousand columns; the

fountains of pure water, the iouuUiins of ro.se water, and
tho.se from which the juice of sugar-tanes flowed constantly

through the great stpiares, paved with a kind of precious

stone which difl^iised an odour like that of cinnamon and
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cloves. Candid asked permission to see the Courts of

Justice, or Parliament House; he was told that there were

none, and that they never had any law-siiits. He inquired

if there were any prisons, and was answered in the negative.

What surprised him yet more, and gave him most pleasure,

was the Palace of Science, in which he saw a gallery two

thousand feet long, all full of mathematical and philoso-

phical instruments.

After they had spent the whole afternoon in inspecting

hardly the thousandth part of the town, they were conducted

liack to the King. Candid sat down to table with His

Majesty, his servant Cacambo, and several ladies. Never

was there better fare, never was more wit displayed at any

supper-party than was shown by His Majesty. Cacambo
interpreted the King's witticisms to Candid, and, in spite

of passing through the medium of translation, they lost

none of their point. Of all the things that filled Candid

with surprise this did not astonish him least.

They passed a month in this haven of refuge, and Candid

never ceased saying to Cacambo

:

"To tell you the truth once more, my friend, the castle

where 1 \vas born bears no^^comparisoiTwith thecountry

where we are now ; but after all Miss Cunegund is not

Itere, and you, no doubt, have some sweetheart in Europe.

If we stay here we shall be no better than others around

us, whenjas if we return to our own world with only a

• lo/f'u sheep laden with the stones of Kl Dorado, we shall

he richer tlian any king, or all put together; we shall do

lon^t-r have to dread Incpiisitors, and we .shall be easily

alile to recover Miss Cunegund."

Tills Hj)eeeh plea.sed Cacambo
;
people love so much to

loam about, to make themselves imj)orfant in the eyes ot

their countrymen, and to parade all that they have seen oa
• heir travels, that these two happy fellow.s <letermiMe(l to

he HO no longer, uud to ask His Majesty for leave to de])art.
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"You are doing a foolish thing," the Sovereign said to

tliem ; "I am well aware that my country is insignificant,

liut when one is tolei*ably well off anywhere, there one had
lit'st remain. I have assuredly no right to detain strangers,

that would be an act of tyranny in accordance neither with

our customs nor our laws. All men are free ; depart when

you will, but the way out is exceedingly difficult. It is

impossible to reascend the rapid river on which you reached

us by a miracle, and which runs under rocky tunnels.

The mountains which surround my whole kingdom are ten

thousand feet high, and as steep as if they were walls

;

each of them occupies a space of more than ten leagues

across, and there is no descent from them except by preci-

pices. However, since you are quite resolved to go, I will

give orders to the managers of my machinery department

to construct an engine which may be capable of carrying

you over without inconvenience. After you have been

conducted to the other side of the mountains, no one will

l)e able to accompany you any further, for my subjects

liave made a vow never to pass beyond their rocky iuclosure,

and they are too wise to break their vow. Ask of me any-

thing else you please."

" We only ask Your Majesty," said Cacambo, "for a few

sheep laden with provisions, and the stones and clay of the

country."

The King answered with a smile

:

" I cannot comprehend the taste which your people of

Europe have for our yellow day ; but take away as much of

it as you like, and great good may it do you !

"

lie immediately ordered his engineers to make a

machine by which these two extraordinary men might be

lioisted out of the kingdom. Three thousand skilful me-
I'Uanicians set to work upon it; it was n-ady at the end
i>f a fortnight, and <li<l not cost more than twenty millions

"f pounds sterling, in the mout-y of (he country. Candid



280 VOI/rAIRE's TALES.

and Cacambo were placed ou the machine, together witli

two large red sheep saddled and bridled for them to mount
when thej should have crossed the mountains, twenty pack

sheep laden with victuals, thirty which carried presents

consisting of the rarest curiosities of the coiuitry, and fifty

loaded with gold, diamonds, and other precious stones. The

King tenderly embraced the two wanderers on bidding

them farewell.

It was a fine sight to see them start, so ingenious was

the manner in which they were made to rise into the air,

and their sheej) with them, as high as the mountains. The

mechanicians took leave of them after having placed them

in safety, and Candid had now no other desire or object than

to go and present his sheep to Miss Cunegund.
" We have," said he, " wherewithal to pay the Gover-

nor of Buenos Ayres, if Miss Cunegund may be redeemed.

Let us travel toward Cayenne, and there embark, and we

shall soon see what kingdom it will be in our power to

jiurchase."

CHAPTER XIX.

WHAT BEFELL THE TWO TRAVELLERS AT SURINAM, AND
HOW CANDID ItKCAME ACi^UAINTED WITH MARTIN.

/^^UR two travellers found their first day's journey toler-

^-^ ably agreeable. They were encouraged by the idea

of seeing themselves tlie possessors of greater treasures

tlian Kun))><', Asia, and Africa could unite (o furnish, and

( 'an<liil, in a transport of delight, carved Cuneguud'snauK'

upon the trees. On the second day two of their sheep

sank into a quagmire and were swallowed n\>, together with

tlicir lt)ads ; two others died of I'xhaustion some days aft«r-
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wards ; then seven or eight perished of hunger in pass-

ing through a desert tract ; and at the end of a few days

more others fell down precipices. At last, after a march

of a hundred days, they had. only two sheep left. Candid

said to Cacambo

:

" You see, my friend, how perishable are the riches of

this world ; there is nothing solid but virtue and the hap-

piness of seeing Miss Cunegund again."

" I cannot deny it," said Cacambo ;
" but we still have

two sheep left us, with treasures greater than the King of

Spain will ever have ; and I see plainly in the distance a

town which I take to be Surinam-i Ijelonging to the Dutch.

We are at the end of our troubles and at the beginning of

our happiness."

As they drew near the town they came across a negro

stretched at full length upon the ground, and only half

clothed, that is to say, with nothing on but a pair of blue

cotton drawers ; this poor fellow had lost his left leg and
liis right hand.

" Good Heavens !
" said Candid to him in Dutch ;

" what

are you doing there, my friend, in that horrible sta,te ?
"

** I am waiting for my master, Mr. Vanderdendur, the

famous merchant," replied the negro.

*' Was it Mr. Vanderdendur who treated you like this r"

asked Candid.

" Yes, sir," answered the negro ;
" but that is nothing

luiusual. We have a pair of cotton drawers given us for

our only dress twice a year. When we work at the sugar-

refineries, and tlic mill cat<;hes one of our fingers, tliev cu(

(iff the hand ; when we try to run away, they cut off a leg
;

both the one fate and the other has happened to me. This

is the cost at which you eat sugar in Euroj^e. And yet

when my inotl.er sold me for ten i)ataeoons^ on the Guinea

' Now generally CAJleil l'arniiiarilH>, the capital of Dutch (iiiiana.
'' A SpaniHh coin nearly e4|uivalent to an Kn;;liHh crown.
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Coast, she said to me :
* My dear child, bless our fetishes,

worship them constantly, they will make you live happily ;

L you have the honour of becoming the slave of our lords,

<^V 5_^the white men, and you thereby make the fortune of your

(\<>^ father and mother.' Alas ! I know not whether I have

o^ made their fortune, but certainly they have not made

.JS^ mine ! The dogs, monkeys, and parrots are a thousand

times less wretched than we are. The Dutch fetishes who
have converted me tell ine every Sunday that we are all

the children of Adam, blacks and whites alike. I am no

genealogist ; but, if those preachers say what is true, we
are all second cousins. In that case you must admit

that relations could not be treated in a more horribk'

way."
" O Pangloss !

" cried Candid, " you never conceived the

possibility of such abominations ; it is all over with your

Optimism, I shall be obliged to renounce it after all."

" What is Optimism ? " asked Cacambo.
" Alas !

" replied Candid ;
" it is the mania for maintain-

ing that all is right when everything is wrong ;

" and he

«;ould not help shedding tears, as he looked at the poor

negro. It was in this frame of mind that he entered

Surinam.

The first inquiry they made was whether there were any

vessel in port which could be sent to Buenos Ayres. The
person whom tlx-y addressed hiij>p»'n»Hl to be a Spanisli

skipiKT, who offered to strike an honest bargain witli

them, appointing a tavern at which to meet them ; and

thither went Candid and thi' faithful Cacambo, witli their

two sheej), to wait for liini.

Candid, who wore liis hfjirt upon his li|)S, related all his

adventures to the Sj)aniard, and confessed that he wanted
• to carry off Miss Cunegnnd.

" Tlien I shall take good ('are not to give you a passage

to liuenos Ayres," Haid the 8kij>per; " I should be ruined,
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and so would you ; the fair Cunegund is my lord Gover-

nor's favourite mistress."

This piece of news fell like a thunderbolt on Candid,

and he wept for a long time. At last he drew Cacambo
aside, and said to him :

" Look here, my dear friend, this is what you must do.

We have, each of us, in our pockets, about five or six

millions of diamonds
;
you are cleverer than I am, go to

Buenos Ayres, and get possession of Miss Cunegund. If

the Governor raises any diflficulty, give him a million ; if

be still holds out, double it. You have not killed an

Inquisitor, and no one will suspect you. I will fit out

another ship, sail to Venice, and await you there ; it is a

free country, where one has nothing to fear from Bul-

garians, or Abarians, or Jews, or Inquisitors."

Cacambo approved of this wise resolution. Though he

was in despair at parting from so good a master, who had

become his intimate friend, yet the pleasure of doing him
a service overcame the pain of leaving him. As they em-

braced each other with tears, Candid charged him not to

forget the good old dame. Cacambo took his departure

the same day ; he was a very honest fellow, this Cacambo.,

Candid remained some time longer at Surinam, waiting

till another skii)per would take him to Italy, together with

the couple of sheep that were left him. He hired do-

mestics, and bought all that was required for a long voyage.

At last Mr. Vanderdendur, who was the master of a large

vessel, came to call upon him.
" How much do you want," he asked, this man, " for

taking me straight to Venice,—me, my j)eople, my baggage,

and the two sheep which you see here ?
"

The skipper consented to take ten thousand piastres,'

and Candid closed with the offer without hesitation.

' A piastre has a))out the Ranie valno as the dollar of the United
•Stales, or four slullm^'s in Knyhsli money.
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" Oh, ho !

" said the crafty Vanderdendur to himself,

" this stranger gives ten thousand piastres all at once ! He
must be very rich !

"

Then, returning -a, moment later, he intimated that he

could not yet set sail for less than twenty thousand.

" Ah ! well, you shall have them," said Candid.

"Bless my soul!" said the trader softly to himself;

" this fellow gives away twenty thousand piastres as easily

as ten thousand."

He came back again, and said that he could not possibly

take him to Venice for less than thirty thousand piastres.

" You shall have thirty thousand, then," answered

Candid.

"Hullo!" said the Dutchman to himself once more;
" thirty thousand piastres are nothing to this felU)W here

;

no doubt his two sheep carry immense treasures. However,

I will not press him for any more, but make him in the

first place pay down the thirty thousand piastres, and then

we shall see what is to be done next."

Candid sold two little diamonds, the smaller one ^of

which was worth more than all the money that the skipper

asked. He paid him beforehand. The two sheep were

taken on board, and Candid followed in a small boat to

join the vessel at anchor in the roads. The skipper seizes

his opportunity, spreads sail, and leaves his moorings

before a favourable wind. Candid, dismayed and dumb-

founded, soon lost sight of the ship.

* Alas !

" he exclaimed, " this is a piece of knavery

worthy of the old world."

He returned to shore, overwhelmed with sorrow, for iu

on<' ni(jment he had lost wealth enough to make I lie for-

tune of twenty nionan-hs.

He betook himself to the house of the Dutch magis-

trate, an<l, l)cing s(»inewhat agituted, knocked violently at

the door. When he was admitted, he raised his voice a

i
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little higher than was quite becoming, as he described the

manner in which he had been cheated. The magistrate

1 >egan by making him pay ten housand piastres for having

made so much noise ; then he heard him out patiently,

promised to examine his case as soon as the merchant

should return, and ordered Candid to pay ten thousand

piastres more as the price of the audience.

This proceeding added the finishing stroke to Candid's

'l<'spair; he had indeed experienced misfortunes a thou-

sand times more painful ; but the cool behaviour alike of

the magistrate and of the captain by whom he had been

robbed stirred up his bile, and plunged him in the

Itiackest melancholy. The wickedness of men presented

itself to his mind in all its hideousness, and he harboured

none but the most gloomy thoughts. At length, a French

vessel being on the point of sailing for Bordeaux, as he had

no longer any sheep laden with diamonds to put on board,

he engaged a cabin at a fair rate, and gave it out in the

town that he was willing to pay for the passage and food

of any honest man who would accompany him on the

voyage, and would give him two thousand piastres besides,

provided that this man was the most disgusted with his

condition and the most unfortunate in the whole province.

Thereupon such a crowd of applicants presented them-

selves that a fleet would not have been able to contain

them. Candid, wishing to choose among those who were

likely to suit him, picked out twenty persons who seemed

to him of a sociable disposition, all of whom claimed to

deserve the preference. He collected them together at his

inn and gave thorn a supper, on condition that each of

them shoidd take an oath to relate his own history faith-

fully, promising to select that one who should appear to

liim in the most pitiable case and the most justly discon-

ii'iit»'d with his lot, and to give each of the others some-

llimt,' l)v wav of consolat ioji.
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The meeting lasted till four o'clock in the morning.

Candid, as he listened to ^11 their adventures, recalled what

the old woman had said to him on the voyage to Buenos

Ayres, and the wager she had laid that there was no one on

board the vessel to whom serious misfortunes had not hap-

pened. Every slory that was related made him think, too,

of Pangloss.

" The learned doctor would be sadly puzzled," said he,

"to make good his system. I wish he were here. As-

suredly, if all goes on well anywhere, it is in El Dorado,

and nowhere else on earth."

At last he decided in favour of a poor scholar who had

toiled ten years for the booksellers at Amsterdam, being

convinced that there was no trade in the world with which

one could have greater reason to be disgusted.

The scholar, who was moreover a worthy man, had been

robbed by his wife, beaten by his sou, and deserted by his

daughter, who had run away with a Portuguese. He had

just been deprived of a petty employment, on which he

depended for a livelihood ; and the preachers of Surinam

persecuted him, because they took him for a Socinian. It

must be owned that the other competitors were, to say the

least, as unfortunate as he, but Candid hoped that the

society of this learned man would relieve the monotony of

the voyage. All his defeated rivals tliouglit that Candid

did them great injustice ; but he apj)eased tlu'ir wrath by

presenting each of them with a hundred piastres.
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CHAPTER XX.

WHAT HAPPENED TO CANDID AND MARTIN WHILST AT

SEA.

''T^HE old scholar then, whose name was Martiu, em-
^ barked with Candid for Bordeaux. Both of them
had seen and suffered much, and, even if the vessel had
I '.-en bound for Jajjan past the Cape of Good Hope, they

wDuld have had plenty of material for discussing the topic

I it physical and moral evil during the whole voyage.

Candid, however, had a great advantage over Martin,

twr he still hoped to see Miss Cunegund again, whereas

Martin had nothing whatever to hope for; Candid, more-

over, had gold and diamonds, and, though he had lost a

hundred large red sheep, laden with the greatest treasures

on earth, though he could never banish from his mind
the ])ainful remembrance of the Dutch skipper and his

trickery, still, when he thought of what he had left in his

pockets, and whenever he spoke of Cunegund, especially

after a good meal, he was inclined to agree with the views

of Pangloss.

" And you now. Mr. Martin," said he to the mau of

letters, " what is your opinion touching moral and physical

evil?"

"Sir," rcplit"! iSIartin, " our clergy have accuse<l mo of

being a Socinian, but the fact of the matter is that I am a

Manichean."
" You are jesting with me," said Candid ;

" there arc no

Manicheans in the world nowatlays."

" Tliere is myself, at any rate." said Martiu ;
" I do not

know how to help it, for I cannot think otlicrwi-se."

" You must have the devil inside you," said Candid.
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" He mixes himself up so much with the affairs of this

world," answered Martin, " that I should not wonder if he

were inside my body as well as everywhere else; and I

confess that on casting my eyes over this globe, or I should

rather say this globule, it seems to me that God has given

it over to some malignant being,—El Dorado always ex-

cepted. I have scarcely seen a single town which did not

desire the destruction of its nearest neighbour, scarcely a

family which did not wish to exterminate some other.

Everywhere the Aveak curse the strong before whom they

crawl, and are themselves treated like sheep,—bought and

sold for their wool and for their flesh. A million assassins

enrolled in regiments, marching from one end of Europe

to the other, commit, under discipline, licensed murder

and robbery to gain their daily bread, since no profession

is held in higher honour ; and even in those cities which

appear to enjoy jieace, and where the arts flourish, the

iuhabitiints are more harassed by envy, anxiety, and alarm

than by all the plagues to which a besieged city is exposed.

Secret vexations are ever harder to bear than public cala-

mities. In a word, I have seen and experienced so many
ttf them myself, that I am a Manichean."

" And yet there is surely some good in life," said Candid.

" It may be so," replied Martin, " but I am not acquain-

ted with any."

Whilst they were in the midst of this disjmte, the report

of cannon was iieard, and the noise of firing grew louder

every moment. Each of tliem seized his spy-glass, and

p<,'rceivcd two ships engaged at close quarters about three

miles off. The wind l)rought them both so near the

French vessel, that all on board had the pleasure of wit-

nessing the conflict at their ease. At last one of the two

ships discharged at the other a broadside so low and well

direcl^id, that it sent it to the lM)ft<>m. Candid and Martin

distinctly perceived at least a hundred men on the deck of
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the sinking craft, who lifted up their hands to heaven, and

uttered fearful cries ; in a moment they were swallowed

up, ship and all.

" See," said Martin, " that is how men treat one

another."

" Truly," said Candid, " there is something diabolical in

this affair."

As he was speaking, he caught sight of a strange object,

-f a bright red colour, swimming near their vessel. Tlie

long boat was lowered to see what it might be. It proved

to be one of his sheep, and Candid felt more joyful at

recovering this sheep than he had been afflicted at losing a

hundred of them, all laden with big diamonds from El

Dorado.

The French captain soon perceived that the commander
of the victorious vessel was a Spaniard, and learned that

the captain of the vessel which had been sunk was a Dutch
pirate ; in fact he was no other than the man who had
robbed Candid. The immense treasures which the rascal

had seized were buried with him in the sea, only a single

sheep being saved.

" You see," said Candid to Martin, " that crihie is some-

times pimished ; that rogue of a Dutch skipper has met
with the fate which he deserved."

"Yes," answered Martin, " but was it necessary that the

passengers who were on board his vessel slum Id j^erish

also? God has punished this scoundrel, the devil lias

• Irowuod the otliors."

Meanwhile tlie French and Sj)anish vessels continued

on their course, and Candid continued his conversations

with ftbirtin. They disputed for a wlu)lo fortnight to-

gether, and, at the end of that time, they were no nearer

an agreement than at first ; but for all that, they talked

away, interchanged ideiis. and ndiuinistered mutual eou^()-

latinn. Caiiilid earessed his .sheep:

u
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" Since I have found you again," said he, " it may well

come to pass that I shall find Miss Cuneguud again

also."

CHAPTER XXI.

THE DISCUSSION THAT TOOK PLACE BETWEEN CANDID

AND MARTIN AS THEY APPROACHED THE COAST OF

FRANCE.

A T length the French coast came into view.

-^ *- " Have you ever been in France, Mr. Martinr"asked

Candid.

/ " Yes," said Martin, " I have passed through several

j

provinces ; there are some where half the iuhal)itants are

I crazy, some where they are too sharp, others where they

f are for the most part as stupid as they are good-natured,

others again where they affect to be witty, and in all alike

tlie main occupation is love, the next in importance slander,

and tlie third talking nonsense."

" But, Mr. Martin, have you seen Paris ?
"

" Oh yes, I have seen Paris, and a strange medley it is

of all those classes I have mentioned. It is a confused

ciiaos, in which everyone is in search of pleasure, and

hardlv anyone finds it, at least so far as I have observed.

I (lid not stay there long. On my arrival I was robbed of

all I pos.sessed by pick])ocket8 at the fair of St. Gormains.

I was taken for a tliiff myself, and spent a week in prison.

Aftorwards I got cmphtyinent as a corrector of the press,

HO as to eani enough to tiiko mo hark to Holland on foot.

T made acfpiaintanro with the rabble who write, the rabble

who deal in plots and conspiracies, and the rabble who go
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into couvulsion^ They say there are some jieople of the

liiti^hest polish in that citv. I am quite "willing to believe

it."

" For my part," said Candid, " I feel no curiosity to

visit France; you may easily suppose that after having

->]/*'Qt a month in El Dorado, I no longer concern myself

111 tout seeing anything on earth except Miss CuueguiiJ. I

.iin going to await her arrival at Venice, and shall pass

through France in order to reach Italy. You will bear me
1 i»mpany, will you not 'r

"

•' Most willingly," said Martin. " I Lave heai-d it said

that Venice is not a good place of residence for any but

Venetian noblemen, but that strangers are nevertheless

received very well there, when they have plenty of money.

You have some of that commodity, though I have none, so

I will follow you anywhere you like."

" By the bye," said Candid, " are you of opinion that

the earth was originally all sea, as that big book assures

us which belongs to the captain of our vessel ?
"

" I know nothing at all about it," said Martiu, " any

more than I do about all the idle dreams that have been

retailed to us for ever so long."

" For what purpose was the world made, do you sup-

pose?" asked Candid.

" To drive us wild," answered Martin.

" Are you not very much astonished," continued Candid,
" at the affection shown by those two girls, in the country

of the Orelliaus, for the two monkeys, about which I ti>lil

you ?
"

' Tlie " CDiivulsionnaircs " were a more or lew crazy scot of Jan-

HpniHlH, wlio W^'aii to attract attention alnnit 1730. They obtained

that name from the extraonlinary contortions which a( m|ianie(|

tiinir ravinj^'s aronml the tomh of a certain l-'rancis of I'aris, which
Voltnire lU'claied to he the ^ravc of .lanseiiism, owin^ to the con-

tempt into which it fell in c(,riso<iuence of these fanatical cxcetwea.

Sco note on p. Hi.
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" Not in the least," said Martin; " I do not see anything

particularly strange in that passion. I have seen so many
"extraordinary things, that nothing seems extraordinary to

nie now."
" Do you believe," said Candid, " that mankind have

always murdered each other as they do at the present day?

Have they always been Hars, cheats, traitors, ungrateful

wretches, and robleri; weak, fickle, lazy, and envious;

gluttons and drunkards; avaricious, ambitious, and blood-

thirsty ; slanderers, libertines, fanatics, hypocrites, and

fools ?
"

" Do you believe," responded Martin, " that hawks have

always devoured pigeons, whenever they met with them ?"

" Yes, no doubt," said Candid.

" Well," said Martin, " if hawks have always had the

same nature, why will you have it that men have changed

theirs?
"

" Oh !
" exclaimed Candid, " there is a groat deal of

difference between the two cases ; for free will " And
arguing thus, they arrived at Bordeaux.

CHAPTER XXII.

WHAT HKKKI.I. CANDID AND MARTIN IN FPwVNCE.

/"""ANDII) stayed at Bordeaux only so long as was neces-

^^^ siiry to sell a few of the stones from El Dorado, and

to pr(»vide himself with a good post-chaise which would

Kcat two persouH ; for lie could no longer do without his

pliilosoplicr Martin. He found it liard enough to part

from liirt Khe<>p, wliich he left at the Academy of Science at

liordcaux. This learned body proposed as the prize sub-

i«i;t for the year to find out why the wool of this sheep
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was red ; and the prize was awarded to a professor from

tliH north, who demonstrated by A plus B minus C divided

l>v Z, that the sheep could not be of any other colour thau

red, and was bound to die of the rot.
j

Meanwhile all the travellers whom Candid encountered

in the various inns on the road told him that they were on

their way to Paris. This general eagerness at last inspiretl

even him with a longing to see that capital ; it would not

take him much out of the direct route to Venice.

He entered Paris by the suburb of Saint Marceau,' and

lancied he was in one of the meanest villages of West-

phaha.

Scarcely had Candid reached his quarters, when he was

-'ized with a slight indisposition, brought on by fatigue.

As he was wearing on his finger an enormous diamond,

and an uncommonly heavy strong box had been seen

among his effects, he immediately found a couple of phy-

sic ians at his elbows, without having been sent for, together

\Mth a few devoted friends who never quitted him for a

iiiouient, and two pious ladies who warmed his broth for

liim. Said Martin

:

" I remember that I too fell ill here at Paris on my first

visit ; I was very jioor ; moreover I had neither friends,

nor pious ladic.'s, nor physicians,—and I recovered."

Candid's disorder, however, in consequence of his being

dosed and bled unmercifully, became serious. A priest

attached to a church in the neighbourhood came with an

insinuating manner, and asked him for a bill payable to

bearer for the other world. ^ Candid would have nothing

to do with him. The pious ladies assured him that it was

the latest fasliion. Candid replied that he did not pretend

to be a man of fashion. Martin wanted to throw I he fellow

out of the window. The clergynum swore that Candid

' See mite on \>. (i.
•' See lulililimial nute on p. ,'i42.
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should uot have Christian burial. Martin swore that he

would bury the clergyman, if he continued to pester them.

The quarrel waxed warm, till Martin took him by the

shoulders, and roughly turned him out of the house, a

proceeding that caused a great scandal, and resulted in an

action-at-law.

At length Candid began to grow better ; and during his

convalescence he entertained some very good company to

supper. They played high. Candid was much astonished

that he never found any aces in his hand ; Martin was not

surprised at it.

Among those who did the honours of the town there was

a little abbe from Pt'rigord. one of those obliging people,

always on the alert, always ready to do one a service, never

abashed, fawning and accommodating, who lie in wait for

strangers, gratify their ears with the latest scandal, and

offer to provide them with pleasures at all prices. This

gentleman took Candid and Martin first of all to the

principal theatre, where a new tragedy was being acted.

Candid found himself seated among some men of wit, but

that did not prevent him from shedding tears at scenes

wliich were admirably performed. One of the critics at

his side said to him during an interval between the acts:

"You are quite wrong in weeping; that actress plays

very badly, the man who acts with her plays still worse,

the piece is even worse than the performers; the author

docs not know a word of Arabic, yet the scene is laid in

Arabia, and, moreover, he is a man who does not believe

in iniiat<' kIciis ; I will sliow you to-morrow a score of

painphlt'ls that liave been written against him."

"Sir," said Candid, to the Abbr, "how many dramatf

have you in France ?
"

" Five or six thousand," was his rt>ply.

"That IS ahirgi' nunilicr," said Candid; " and how many
of those arc really good i^

"

/

f
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" Fifteen or sixteen," answered the other.

" That is a large number," said Martin.

Candid was much delighted with an actress who took

the part of Queen Elizabeth in a tolerably dull tragedy

which is sometimes put upon the boards.

-

"This actress," said he to Martin, "pleases me much
;

she has a slight resemblance to Miss Cunegund, and I

should be very glad to pay her my compliments."

The Perigord Abbe offered to introduce him to her at

her own house. Candid, brought up as he had been in

Germany, asked what were the proper formalities to be

observed, and how queens of England were treated in

Prance.

" That depends upon circumstances," said the Abbe

;

" in the country we take them to a tavern ; at Paris we
pay them every respect when they are good-looking, and
throw them into the common sewer when they are dead."

" Wliat ! Queens thrown into a sewer !
" exclaimed

Candid.
" Yes, indeed," said Martin, " the gentleman is right

;

I was at Paris when Mademoiselle Monime" made her exit,

as one may say, from this world into the next ; she was

refused what these people call the honours of sepulture^

that is to say, the privilege of rotting with all the beggars

of the district in some dismal graveyard ; she was

buried all alone by her company at the corner of the rue

de Bourgogne,^ a treatment which might well cause her

acut*:; pain, for her mind was ever noble and generous."
" That was exceedingly impolite," said Candid.

' Tliis may linve been Corncillc's traj,'C(ly Lr Cointc d'Essi'x.

* " Moninio" is tlie name of the heroine in Itadue'b tragedy of

•• Mithri.hite."

' Sddi was the fate of A<lrionne Lecouvretir, tlie most famous

tra^^ic actretw of Iier timo. Voltaire's hraiitiftil ver-os on hrr ih'.ntli

are well rcntiereil into English by Sir Kdwanl Hainloy, in hi-*
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" "WTiat could you expect ? " said Martin ;
" it is the

way these people here are constituted. Imagine all pos-

sible contradictions and incompatibilities
;
you will see

them all in the government, in the courts of justice, in

the churches, and in the public spectacles of this most

ridiculous nation."

" Is it true that people are always laughing in Paris?"

asked Candid.
" Yes," said the Abbe, " but it is with rage in their

hearts ; for their bitterest complaints are uttered in bursts

of laughter ; they even smile blandly when they commit

the most detestable actions."

" Who was that fellow, as fat as a pig," said Candid,
" who spoke so disparagingly to me of the play which

affected me so much, and of the actors who afforded me so

y.\^ much pleasure ?
"

f
,v " He is an ill-natured scribbler," answered the Abbe,

S^ X " who earns his Uving by abusing all the last new books

y^ \/s'*^"^ l>liiys ; he hates anyone who is successful, just as

c)fy>^ eunuchs hate those who are more capable than themselves;

^ • ^(^Jie is one of those literary vipers who batten on slime and

v>^ /jtoison ; in a word, lie is a pamphleteer."

Ki/' "And what do you mean by a pamphleteer?" asked

Candid.
" A penny-a-liner," said the AbbcJ, " a Frcrou." '

It was thus that Candid, Martin, and the Pcrigord Abbi'

volume <iii " \'i»ltaire " in the series of " Foreign Classics f<»r Km-

kHsIi Keaclers "
:

" lleiicefuitli that liaiik of Seine is holy ^Toninl

;

The Hjiot wlicrc thy rejected dust liutls room,

lly thy shiuh- hallowed, in our verse renowned,

N more II temple than a tondt."

' Jean Kreron, editor of the weekly journal " b'annee liitteraire,"

wa-i, after llie death of DcKJonlaine, Voltuiru'a most hostile critic.
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conversed at the head of the staircase, as they watched the

audience trooping out of the theatre.

" Although I am very anxious to see Miss Cunegund
again," said Candid, " I should nevertheless like to sup

with Mademoiselle Clairon, for she seemed to me an ad-

mirable actress."

Now the Abbe was not a man who could venture to visit

Mademoiselle Clairon, who was very select in the cooipauy

she kept. So he said :

" She is engaged this evening, but let me have the

honour of taking you to the house of a lady of high

position, where you may become as well acquainted with

Paris as if you had lived here four or five years."

Candid, whose disposition was not deficient in curiosity,

allowed himself to be conducted to the lady's house, which

was at the further end of the surburb of Saint Honore.

There he found a party playiug at faro ; a dozen punters

sat with melancholy air, each of them holding a small

hand of cards, which, with corners turned down, registered

their bad luck. Profound silence reigned, pallor sat on

the faces of the punters, uneasiness on that of the banker;

and the lady of the house, seated near that inexorable

functionary-, took notice, witlx lynx-like eyes, of all doubling

of the stakes, and all the other hazardous ventures with

which each player turned down his cards ; she made them
turn them up with rigorous but polite insistence, and
never showed any displeasure for fear of losing her cus-

tomers. The lady called herself the Marchioness of

Parolignac Her daughter, some fifteen years of age, was
one of tlx! punters, and intimated Uy her mother b}* a

wink any fln-ating on the jiart of those p«)or creatures who
might thus try to repair the severities of fortune. When
tlie Pcrigord Al»l)c entered with Candid and Martin, no

one rose to salute tliem, nor took any notice of them, all

were so deeply engrossed witli tlnir cards.
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" Mv lady, the Baroness of Thundertentrunt, was more
civil," said Candid.

The Abbe, however, whispered a word or two into the

lady's ear, and, half rising from her seat, she favoured

Candid with a gracious smile, and Martin with a dignified

inclination of the head. She bade an attendant bring

Candid a chair, and he was included in the next deal.

Before the end of the second round he had lost fifty thou-

sand francs, after which they had a very merry supper,

and everyone was astonished that Candid bore his ill luck

so lightly ; the lackeys said among themselves in their own

jjhraseology

:

" He must be some milord Anglais !
"

The supper, as suppers are wont to be at Paris, was

liegun in solemn silence, then came a confused babble of

words, jokes followed more or less insipid, fictitious news,

illogical arguments, with a spice of politics and a large

infusion of scandal ; the last new books also were passed

under review,

" Have you seen," said the Abbe of Pt'rigord, " the

romance written by Dr. Gauchat, the eminent divine ?
"

" Yes," answered one of the guests ;
" but I could not

finish it. We have a swarm of im]iertinont writers nowa-

days, but all the rest put together do not come within

measurable distance of your eminent divine. Dr. Gauchat.'

T liave been so surfeited with the endless succession of

wortliless books with which we are flooded, that I am
reduced to punting at faro as a distraction."

" And what do you think of Ardideacon Ti-ublet's mis-

cellanies?" said the Abbo.

"Ah!" cxcliiimt'd the Marchioness of Parolignac

;

" wliat a drca<liiil bore lie is! What pains he takes to

' Aiitlmr of "Lf'ltcrs «>!i houic Writers of (lie Pay," whiili hiul fur

4;r»-iit(.'r i»ojiiiliuity than tliey tlesurvud.
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tell you what everybody knows ! How laboriously he

discusses what is not worth even a passing remark ! How
inaptly he appropriates the wit of others ! How he spoils

whatever he pilfers ! I ana perfectly sick of hira ! But
he shall disgust me no more ; it is quite enough to read

two or three pages of the archdeacon."

There was sitting at table a man of taste and learning,

who supported what the Marchioness had said. The con-

versation then turned on the drama, and the lady asked

how it was that there were some tragedies which had a

short run when acted, but which would not bear reading.

The man of taste explained very well how a play might

have some points of interest, and yet be destitute of

almost any real merit. He convinced them in a few words

tliat it is not enough to introduce one or two of those

situations which are found in all romances and never fail

tt) charm the spectators ; that it is necessary to be original

without being eccentric, often sublime but always natural

;

to know the human heart and how to express its feelings
;

t(; be a true poet without any personage in the piece

appearing in that character; to have perfect mastery

over language, so as to speak it with purity and un-

failing harmony, but without any sacrifice of sense to

sound.

" Unless an author," added he, " observes all these

rules, he may compose oue or two tragedies applauded on

tlic stage, but he will never be ranked among classical

writers. Th<'re are very few good tragedic^s; some are

I'lylls in dialogue, well written and in faultless rhyme;

and there are political disquisitions that send one to sleep,

or anijilifirations that irritate and disgust; otliers again

are tlie ravings of a lunatic, in a ])arbarous idiom, with

UiHJointfd Hentences, long aj)ostroplies to the gods,—be-

cau.so that is easier than to talk to men.—maxims of false

morality, and liomluistic commonplaces."
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Candid listened to these remarks with great attention,

and conceived a high opinion of the speaker ; and as the

Marchioness had been careful to seat him beside herself,

he took the liberty of whispering into her ear an inquiry

as to who that man might be who spoke so well.

"He is a scholar," said the lady, "whom, though he

does not play at cards, the Abbe brings in here sometimes

to supper ; he has a thorough knowledge of books and

plays ; he has written a tragedy himself, which was hissed

off the boards, and a book which has never been seen

outside his publisher's shop, except a copy that he sent

with a dedication to me."

"What a great man!" said Candid; "he is a second

Pangloss."

Then turning towards him he said :

" Sir, you are doubtless of opinion that all is for the

best in the physical and in the moral world, and that

nothing could be otherwise than it is?"

" I, sir r " replied the man of letters ;
" that is certainly

not my oi>inion : I find that everything goes contrary with

us ; that nobody knows his proper rank, nor what are its

requirements, neither what he is doing, nor what he ought

to do, and except supjjer time, which passes pleasantly

enough and with every appearance of harmony, all the

rest of the day is taken lip with senseless quarrels,—Jau-

si'uists against Moliiiists, lawyers against Churchmen,

men of letters against men of letters, courtiers against

courtiers, farmers of the revenue against the people, wives

against husbands, kinsfolk against kinsfolk,—it is all a

slate of iK'rj>etual warfare."

Candid replied :

•* I have seen a worse stute of affairs than that ; but a

gago, who has aince had the misfortune to be hanged,

taught mo tluit all is iulinirably arranged; tliese things

are Init hIjiuJowh iu a 1 eautil'ul 'lirture."
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" Your friend who was hanged," said Martin, " must
have been mocking the world's misery ; the shadows of

which you speak are homble blots."

"It is men who make the blots," said Candid, "and
they cannot act otherwise than they do."

" It is no fault of theirs, then," said Martin.

The greater part of the punters, who did not compre-

liend a word of all this, went on drinking, while Martin

entered upon a discussion with the man of letters, and
(Jaudid related some of his adventures to the lady of the

house.

After supper the Marchioness invited Candid into her

closet, and made him sit on a sofa.

" Well," said she, " and are you still then as despe-

rately in love with Miss Cunegund of Thundertentrunk as

ever ?
"

" Yes, madam," said Candid.

The Marchioness responded with a tender smile

:

" You answer me like a young man of Westphalia ; a

Frenchman would have said :
' It is true that I once loved

Miss Cunegund, but, seeing you, madam, I fear I can love

hi-r no longer.'
"

" Pardon me ! madam," said Candid, " I will return

you what answer you will."

" Your passion for her," said the Marchioness, " began,

as I understand, by your picking up her handkerchief ; I

shoiild like you to pick up my garter."

" With the greatest pleasure," said Candid, and suited

th«' action U) the word.

" Hut I wish you to tie it on again," added the lady
;

and Candid restored it to its place.

"Look, my frientl," said she, "although you are a

Kt ranger, and I sonietinies make my Parisian admirers

languish for me as long as a fortniglit. yet I surrender to

vou the lirst night I see you, l>eeaust> it is onlv right and
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proper to do the honours of one's country to a young man
from Westphalia."

The fair enchantress, having caught sight of two

enormous diamonds on the young stranger's hands, praised

them so sincerely, that from Candid's fingers they passed

on to those of the Marchioness.

As Candid returned home with his friend the Pc'rigord

Abbe, he felt some remorse at having been guilty of infi-

delity to Miss Cunegund. The Abbe sympathised with

his uneasiness. He had come in for only a small share

in the fifty thousand francs which Candid had lost at play,

and in the value of the two brilliants, which may be said

to have been half given, half extorted ; and his purpose

was to make as much profit as he could out of the

advantages afforded him by his acquaintance with Candid.

He talked much to him of Cunegund, and Candid told

him that he would earnestly entreat pardon from the fair

one for his faithlessness, when he should see Ler at

Venice.

The Abbe was more profuse than ever in his polite

attentions, and took a tender interest in all that Candid

said, or did, or wanted to do.^

*' You have then, sir," said he, " an appointment at

Venice ?
"

' The wliole of the preceding passage, from " ' Sir,' said Caiulul

to tlie Ahl)o, ' liow many tlraiiiiis have you in France? ' "
(p. 294),

was Hul»stituted in flie edition of 1761 for tlie following short one

in the first edition :

"'Sir,' Maid the IVri-^'ord Alilu'-, 'did you notice tliat young
wench, with sucli a tempting face and such a fine figure? She

will not cost you more tliaii a tiioiisand francs a iiiontii, and fifty

thoiisun<I crowns in diamonds.'

"'I liave only a day or two more at my disposal,' answered

Candid, 'for I have a jiressing ap]>ointiii('nt a( \'enice.

'

"That evening, after supiier, the insiimating Aliho was more

profuuv than ever in his polite attentions."
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" Yes, my ^ool sir," said Candid ;
" it is absolutely neces.

sary that I should go and find Miss Cunegund."

Then, unable to resist the pleasure of speaking about

the object of his affection, he related, as he had so often

done before, some of his adventures with that illustrious

Westphalian damsel.

" I imagine," said the Abbe, " that Miss Cunegund has

plenty of native wit, and writes delightful letters."

" I have never received one," said Candid ;
" for, as you

may suppose, just after having been kicked out of the

castle for making love to her, I had no opportunity of

writing, and soon afterwards I heard that she was dead
;

then I found her again, lost her once more, and lastly I

have despatched an express messenger to her at a place

two thousand four hundred leagues from this, whose

answer I am now awaiting."

The Abbe listened attentively, and seemed somewhat

absorbed in thought. He soon took leave of his two com-

panions, after having embraced them tenderly. On awaking

next morning Candid found a letter expressed in the

following terms

:

" My honoured sir and most dear lover, I have been laid

up with illness for more than a week in this city, where I

learn that you also are staying. I would fly to your arms,

if only I could move. I heard of your journey hither when

I was at Bordeaux, where I left the faithful Cacambo and

the old woman, who are to follow me shortly. The

Governor of Bueiio.s Ayres has taken everything from me
except your heart, which I still reta,in. Come

;
your

presence will either restore me to life, or else make me die

of pla<lne.«!.s."

While tlii.s cliuniiing, tliis unhoped for letter transported

Candid with unutterable joy. the illness of his beloved

Cunegund overwhelmed him with grief. Divided between

those two routlictiug feelings, he took with him his gold
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aud his diamonds, and drove with Martin to the house

where Miss Cuuegund was lodging. He entered, trembling

with emotion ; his heart beat fast, and his voice was choked

with sobs. He would fain have drawn aside the bed-

curtains, and had a light brought in ; but the female in

attendance told him to be careful not to do so, for the

hght would certainly kill her, and she closed the curtain

again immediately.

" My dear Cunegund," said Candid, weeping, " tell me
how you are r* If you may not see me, at least speak to

me."
" She cannot speak," said the attendant.

The lady hereupon put a plump hand out of bed, which

Candid bathed with tears for a long time, and afterwards

filled with diamonds, leaving a purse full of gold on the

arm-chair.

In the midst of his distracting grief an oflScer of police

with some of his men arrived, accompanied by the Perigord

Abbe.

"There," said the latter, "are the two suspected

foreigners !

"

He had them forthwith arrested, and the oflBcer ordered

Ins brave felli^ws to drag them oft" to prison.

" This is not the way in which travellers are treated in

El Dorado," said Candid.

"I am more of a Mauichean now than ever," said

Martin.

" But whither, sir, are you conducting us ? " asked

Candid,
" To the black liole of a duiigoon." replied the officer.

Martin, on rcc^overing his coolm'ss, decided that the lady

who jirct<jndcd to be Cun<»puid was a cheat, lliat the Peri-

gord Abbe was a knave, who hiul lost no time in abusing

Caudid's smiphcity, and that the police officer was another

of the same kidney, of whom it would be easy to get rid.
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Eather than expose himself to judicial proceedings,

Candid, enlightened by his companion's counsel, and eager

moreover to see once more the real Cunegund, offered the

sergeant three small diamonds, worth about three thousand

]ti stoles ' apiece.

'• Oh ! sir," said the man of the ivory-headed staff," had you
committed all the crimes that can be imagined, you would
y.'t be the most honest man in the world for me. Three

diamonds ! each of them worth three thousand pistoles

!

Sir, I would gladly die to defend you, instead of carrying

you off to prison. All foreigners are subject to arrest, but

leave the matter in my hands ; I have a brother at Dieppe

in Normandy ; I will conduct you thither, and, if you
happen to have a diamond that you could give him, he will

take as good care of you as I could myself."

" But why are all foreigners subject to arrest ? " said

Candid.

The Pcrigord Abbe here put in his word, and said

:

" It is because a poor beggar of the province of Artois *

lieard some idle words spoken, by which and nothing else

he was instigated to commit a parricide, not such as that

of the month of May 1610,^ but like that of December
1594,* and like many others committed in other months
uf other years by other poor beggars, who heard people

'^five vent to idle words."

The police officer then explained the matters thus hinted

it. and Candid exclaimed :

' A i)lstole is al)Out sixteen shillinps in value.
' Koltert Kran(,«)i8 Dainicns, wlio attcm|ite(l to a.««a.<isinato Louis

XV. on Jai'.iiary Sth, 1757, was a native of the province of Artois.
' The date of the assassination of Henry IV. hy Kaxaillar was

May 14th, KilO.

* Jean (hate! tried to assa-nsinate Henri IV. on Deoeiiilier 27tli.

1594. Tills attempt, like that of Daniiens on Loui.s XV., was
at»Til>vit«'<l to tlie inlinenre of tin' .lesiiit'K.

X



306 VOLTAIRE'S TALES.

" All ! what monsters ! Can such horrors be found

among a people who dance and sing? Shall I not quit as

soon as I can this country where apes provoke tigers ? I

have seen bears in my own land ; men I have seen only in

El Dorado. In the name of Heaven, Mr. Constable, take

me to Venice, where I am to wait for Miss Cuuegund."
" I can only conduct you into Lower Normandy," said

the officer.

He instantly caused his fetters to be removed, saying

that he had been mistaken, sent back his men, escorted

Candid and Martin to Dieppe, and left them in his brother's

charge. There happened to be a small Dutch vessel in the

roads, and the Norman, who had been rendered the most

obliging of men by the aid of three other diamonds, placed

Candid and his attendants on board this shij"), which was

about to set sail for Portsmouth in England. This was

not the way to Venice, it is true, but Candid thought it

was a deliverance out of hell, and he intended to resume

hia journey to Venice oa the first opportunity.

CHAPTER XXIII.

CANDID AND MARTIN ARRIVE ON THK KNGLISH COAST:

WHAT THEY SEE THERE.

A H.I Pangloss, Pangloss! Ah! Martin, Martin!

Ah ! my dear Cuuegund ! What kind of a world is

this?" said Candid, •vlicn lie was safely on board the

Dutch vessel.

" Something v.-ry mad, and altogether abominable,"

anawennl Martin.

"You an' a((|nainted with England. Are the people

there uh mud as in France':'
"
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" Theirs is another sort of madness," said Martin. '' You
Icnow that the two nations are at war al^oiit some acres of

snow in the neighbourhood of Canada, and that they spend

in that war far more than all Canada is worth. To tell

you precisely whether there are more people who ought to

l«e shut up as lunatics in one country than in another is

I"'vend my feeble capacity ; I only know that, as a general

rule, the people whom we are about to visit are exceed-

ingly morose."

While conversing thus, they came in sight of Ports-

Tuouth ; a multitude of people lined the shore, and had

ttit-ir gaze fixed attentively on a stout man, who was

kneehng, with eyes blindfolded, on the deck of one of the

laen-of-war; four soldiers, stationed opposite this man,
• lischarged three bullets each into his skull, in the calmest

manner possible; and then all the crowd returned home,

\<-rj well satisfied with what they had seen.'

" What now is the meaning of all this? " said Candid,
' and what demon exerts dominion everywhere? "

Tu answer to his inquiry who that stout man was who
had just been put to death with so much ceremony, he

\v,is told that he was an admiral.

" And why do they kill an admiral ?
"

" Because," said his informants, " he has not caused

enough peo})le to bo slaughtered ; he gave battle to a

French admiral, and it has been found that he did not

come to sufficiently close quarters."

" But," said Candid, " the French admiral must have

been as far from the English admiral, as he from the

other !

"

*' That cannot bo disputed," was the reply ;
" but in this

country it is thought a good thing to kill an admiral from

' Admiral John TUiif; was executed on board " Tlic Monarch, "

at I'ortsinoutli, March Uth, 1757. Voltaire, out of motives (if

humanity, had ma<le personal efTorts to procure his acquittal.
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time to time in order to put some courage into the

others."

Candid was so astounded and shocked at what he both

saw and heard, that he had no wish so much as to set foot

on land, and made a bargain with the Dutch skipper

(though he might rob him like his compatriot of Surinam)

to carry him without delay to Venice.

The skipper was ready in a couple of days. They sailed

along the coast of France ; they came within sight of

Lisbon, and Candid shuddered ; they passed through the

straits, and entered the Mediterranean ; at last they

reached Venice.

" Heaven be praised !
" said Candid, embracing Martin

;

" it is here that I shall see my fair Cunegund again. I can

rely on Cacambo as on myself. All is well, everything

goes right, nothing could possibly be better."

CHAPTER XXIV.

TEEATS OF PAQUETTE AND BROTHER GIROFdSe.

A S soon as Candid was at Venice he instituted a search

'^ for Cacambo in all the taverns and coffee houses, and

ainoiigHt all the women of pleasure, but he could not

\)v found. He sent every day to reconnoitre all the newly

arrives] vessels ; still no tidings of Cacambo.
•' Wliat is this ? " said lie to Martin ;

" I have had time

to go from Surinam to Bi)r(leaux, from Bordeaux to Paris,

from Paris to Di«']ipo, from Dioppe to Portsmouth, to sail

along the coasts of Portugal and Spain, to traverse the

Mrdilerranean, and to pass some montlis at Venice ; but

tlie fair Cunegund is not yet arrived. In her place I have

nu't only a ridiculous cuunti-rfeit and a Perigord abbe!

I
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Cunegund is doubtless dead, and there is nothing left foi

me to do but to die also. Alas ! It would have been fat

better to have remained in the paradise of El Dorado,

instead of returning to this accursed Europe. You are

perfectly right, my dear Martin, there is nothing but dis-

appointments and calamity."

He fell into a melancholy of the deepest dye, and took

no interest either in the operas then in vogue, or in any

other of the amusements of the Carnival ; there was not a

pretty face or figure that offered him the slightest tempta-

tion. Martin said to him :

" You are really very simple if you imagine for a moment
that a mongrel valet, with five or six milhons in his

I'ockets, would go to the ends of the earth in search of your

sweetheart, in order to bring her to you at Venice. He
will take her for himself, if he finds her ; if he cannot find

lier, he will take some other charmer. I advise you to

forget your servant Cacambo and your mistress Cunegund."

Martin was not a good hand at giving consolation

;

Candid's melancholy grew worse, and Martin never ceased

proving to him that there was little virtue or happiness on

' irth, except perhaps in El Dorado, to which nobody

could go.

Whilst they were still discussing this important topic

and waiting for Cunegund, Candid observed a young

Theatine friar ' in the piazza of St. Mark, with a wench

hanging on his arm. The friar looked fresh complexioned,

plump, and vigorous ; his eyes were bright, he carried his

head hi;^'h, aud 8te])p('d along with a proud and confident

air. The ^irl, who was very ])retty, was singing and cast-

ing amorous glances at her friar, while from time to time

she pinched his fat cheeks.

' Tlio Tlicutiiu's arc a rcli^^ions hrotlicrhood now confmcil to Italy,

founded in I.Vit. Their lirst Sn|>erior was one of tlie four founders

of tiie order, C'araira, biahop of Theate (Chieti), hence their name.
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" You will at least allow," said Candid to Martin, " that

this couple are happy. Up to the present time, through-

out all the habitable globe, I have found only unfortunate

wretches, except in El Dorado ; but as for this wench and
her Theatine friar, I warrant you they are happy enough."

/ " I will wager they are not," returned Martin.

// "We have only to ask them to dine with us," said

'/Candid, " and you will see whether I am mistaken."

He accosted them there and then, and after having paid

them his compliments, invited them to his inn to eat

maccaroni, Lombardy partridges, and sturgeons' roe, and

to drink the wine of Multepulciano, lachryma Christi, and

the vintage of Cyprus and Samos. The damsel blushed,

the friar accej^ted the invitation, and the girl, as she

followed him, regarded Candid with eyes in which surprise

and confusion were mingled with tears which made them

dim. Scarcely had she entered Candid' s ai>artmeut, when

she said to him :

" What ! Does Mr. Candid no longer recognise Par-

quette?"

At these words Candid, who had not hitherto noticed

her with any particular attention, because his thoughts had

been occupied with nothing but Cunegund, replied :

" Ah ! my poor child, was it you then who reduced Dr.

Paugloss to the fine condition in which I saw him? "

" Alas ! sir, it was I indeed," said Paquette ;
" I see that

you have been informed of everything. I have heard of

the terrible misfortunes which have overtaken the whole

household of my lady the Baroness, and esjiecially the fair

CuiK'guud, but I solemnly assure you my fate has been

hardly less wretched than liers. I was innocence itself

when you saw me first, but a Franciscan friar, who was

my confessor, seduced me without much difiiculty. The

c(»ns<H|uences wtTc frightful, and I was obliged to quit

the castle soniu time after my lord liaroii had sent you
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off with some hearty kicks on vour hinder quarters. If a

celebrated physician had not taken compassion on me, I

should have lost my life. I remained his mistress for

some time out of gratitude, but his wife, who was mad
with jealousy, beat me unmercifully every day ; she was a

perfect fury. The doctor was the ugliest man that ever

was seen, and I was the most unfortunate of women to be

continually beaten for a man whom I did not love. You
know, sir, how dangerous it is for a cross-grained female to

be the wife of a physician. The husband, driven out of

all patience by his wife's proceedings, gave her one day, to

cm-e her of a slight cold, a medicine so eflBcaeious, that she

died in dreadful convulsions before two hours were over.

The lady's relations instituted a criminal prosecution

against the gentleman ; he betook himself to flight, and,

as for me, I was thrown into prison. My innocence would

not have saved me, if it had not been for my good looks.

The judge set me at liberty on the condition that he should

succeed the doctor, but I was soon supplanted by a rival,

cast out of doors without any compensation, and forced to

carry on this abominable trade, which seems to you men so

pleasing, but which is for us nothing but a pit of misery.

I came to Venice to practise my profession. Oh ! sir, if

you could only fancy what it is to be obliged to bestow

caresses with equal impartiality upon old shopkeepers,

lawyers, mouks, goudoliers, and abbes ; to be exposed to

every kind of insult and outrage ; to be often reduced to

borrowing a petticoat to go and have it torn off one's back '

by some disgusting fellow ; to be robbed by one customer of

what has been earned with another; to be fiecced by the

officers of justice, and to have no better prospect than a

hideous old age, a hospital and a dunghill, you would be

convinced tliat I am one of the most unfortunate creatures

tjiat the world contains."

' " i>()iir alltT so l:i fniri- Icvt^r."
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Thus did Paquette open out her heart in response to

Candid' s kindness, in a small chamber, where Martin was

also present. The latter said to Candid :

" You see I have already won half the wager."

Brother Giroflce meanwhile had remained in the diuiug-

room, and was having a drink while waiting for dinner.

" But," said Candid to Paquette, " you had so jocund

an air, and seemed so contented, when I met you, you were

singing so gaily and fondling the friar with such apparently

genuine complacency, that you seemed, to me as happy as

you assert that you are wretched."

" All ! sir," answered Paquette, " there agam is one of

the miseries of my calling. Yesterday I was robbed and

beaten by an officer, and to-day I must needs appear good-

humoured to please a monk."

Candid had no wish to hear any more ; he owned that

Martin was right. They sat down to table with Paquette

and the friar; the repast was tolerably entertaining, and,

tf)wards the end of it, they became quite confidential in

their talk.

" Father," said Candid to the monk, " you seem to

me to enjoy a lot which all the world might envy ; the

bloom of health shines on your countenance, your looks

proclaim your happiness, you have a very pretty girl to

amuse you, and you apiK-ai" very well contented with your

vocation."

" Upon my word, sir," said brother Girofli'e, " I could

wish that all Theatiues were at the bottom of the sea. I

have been ti'ini>ied a hundred times to set fire to the

monastery, and to go and turn Mohammedan. My parents

forced me, when I was only fifteen years of age, to put this

ilctestjible habit on my back, in order to leave a larger

fortune to a cursed elder brother of mine, whom Heaven

(•onfoiind ! Jealousy, discord, and rage inhabit the con-

vent. IL is true that 1 have preached some bad sermons
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wliich have brought me in a little money, though the Prior

roljs me of half of it ; the rest serves me to entertain the

^.'irls of my acquaintance. But when I return to the

monastery in the evening, I am ready to dash my head

a'^ainst^the walls of the dormitory, and all my fellow friars

are in the same case."

Martin turned towards Candid with his usual com-

pt^sure, and said

:

" Well now, have I not won the whole wager ?
"

Candid gave two thousand piastres to Paquette, and one

thousand to brother Giroflt'e.

" I warrant you," said he, " that this will make them
happy."

" I do not think it at all likely," said Martin ;
" those

piastres of yours will perhaps render them more wretched

Ihan ever."

" Be that as it may," said Candid, " still one thing

gives me consolation ; I see that we often meet with people

whom we never expected to see any more, it may very well

come to pass that after having found my red sheep and

Paquette, I may find Cuneguud again also."

" I sincerely wish," said Martin, " that she may some
day make you happy, but I strongly doubt it."

" You are very incredulous," said Candid.

"That is becatiselhave seen what life is," retorted Martin.

" But look at those gondoliers," said Candid ;
" are they

not always singing ?
"

" You do not see them at home, with their wives and

their brats of children," said Martin. "The Doge has

his vexations, the gondoliers have theirs. It is true that,

taking everything into consideration, the lot of a gondolier

is to 1)6 preferred to that of a Doge ; but I deem the diffe-

rence 80 insignificant, that it is not worth the trouble of

examination."

" I hear j>eople speak," said Candid, '* uf the senator
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Pococurante,' who resides in that fine palace on the Brenta,

and entertains foreigners with such magnificence. They

say that he is a man who has never known an annoyance."

" I should hke to see so rare a specimen," said Martin.

Candid immediately sent a request to Signer Pococu-

rante, that he might be allowed to pay him a visit on the

morrow.

CHAPTER XXV.

A VISIT TO SIGNOR POCOCURANTE, A NOBLE VENETIAN.

/'^ANDID and Martin went in a gondola on the Brenta,

^^ and arrived at the palace of the noble Pococurante.

The gardens were well laid out, and adorned with beautiful

marble statues, and the palace itself was a magnificent

building. The master of the house, a man of some sixty

years of age, received the two inquiring travellers very

l)olitely, but without any demonstrative welcome, which

somewhat disconcerted Candid, but was by no means dis-

j)leasing to Martin.

First of all two pretty maids, neatly dressed, handed
round chocolate, which they poured out with a fine froth

u])on it. Candid could not refraiu from com])limeuting

them on their beauty, their graceful carriage, and their

cleverness.

" They are very good creatures in tlu-ir way," said the

senator; "I Honu-tiiiies admit them to my caresses,^ for I

am quite tired of the ladies of the town, with tlveir co-

il uettish airs, their jealous quarrels, petty humours, pride,

and sillinrKs, not to Hi)eak of the sonnets which one nuist

' »>., one who carcH little for ftii,\ lliiiijj.

* " je leu fais fjue!(iiiefoia couclicr iluiia iiioii lit."



CANDID, OR OPTIMISM. 315

make or order for their delectation ; but, after all, these

two girls begin to bore me a good deal."

After lunch, Candid strolled up and down a long

gallery, and was surprised at the beauty of the pictures

As-hich were hung there. He inquired by what master the

two first were painted.

" They are the work of Raphael," said the senator; " I

jaid a large sum for them several years ago, merely out of

vanity. They are considered the finest in Italy, but they

do not please me at all ; the colouring is too dark, the

tiLTures are not well proportioned, and do not stand out

< uough, the clothing has no resemblance to real drapery.

In a word, whatever people may say of them, I do not

find there a true representation of nature. I only care for

;i picture when I can fancy that I am looking upon nature

liiTself, and there are none of that sort to be seen, I

have plenty of pictures, but I no longer take any notice of

them."

While they were waiting for dinner. Pococurante pro-

vided them with a concert. Candid thought the music

exquisite.

" This noise," said Pococurante, " may serve to while

away half an hour ; but if it lasts longer, it wearies every-

Injdy, though no one dares confess it. The music of the

present day is nothing but the art of executing difficult

I iusks, and what has no other merit than difficulty fails to

i:ive j)leasure in the long run.

" I might perhaps like the opera better, if the secret had

M.'ver been discovered of making it such a monstrous

1 1 'surdity that my reason revolts at it. Let those who like

ilicrn go antl .see inferior tragedies set to music, where the

Meues are made only to bring in by hook or by crook two

nr three ridiculous songs in which the voice of some actress

may be employecl to the best advantage ; let all who will

>>r can do so die away in raptures at hearing a eunuch trill
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out the part of Csesar or of Cato, as he struts upon the

stage with awkward air. For my part, I have long since

given up these poor amusements, which constitute the

glory of the Italy of to-day, and for which monarchs are

wont to pay so high a price."

Candid said a little by way of opposition, but discreetly

withal : Martin was quite of the senator's opinion.

They sat down to table, and, after an excellent dinner,

they entered the library. Candid, catching sight of a

splendidly bound Homer, commended the good taste of

his illustrious host.

" There," said he, " is a book which gave delight to the

great Pangloss, the first philosopher in all G-ermany."
" It affords me none," was Pococurante's cold reply.

" I was once so far imposed upon as to fancy that I took

pleasure in reading him ; but that constant repetition of

battles one exactly like another, those gods who are always

meddling and never do anything decisive, that Helen who

is the cause of the war, and yet plays hardly any part at

all in the action of the poem, that Troy which is besieged

and never taken,—all this bored me most infernally. I

have sometimes inquired of learned men whether they

grew weary as I did in reading him ; all those who were

sincere confessed that the book was apt to drop out of

their hands, but that they were obliged to keep it in

their libraries as a famous monument of antiquity, like

those rusty old coins which are no longer of any use as

money."
" Your Excellency surely does not think the same of

Virgil ? " said Candid.

"I am convinced," answered Pococurante, "that the

second, fourth, and Hixth books of the ^lOnoid are excellent;

but as for his pious Tl'^ueas, the brave Cloanthus. the trusty

friend Achates, the In^y Ascauius, the foolish kingLatinus,

the commonplace Amuta, and the insipid Lavinia, I think
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there is notliing more frigid and disagreeable. I like Tasso

better, and the drowsy tales of Ariosto."

"May I venture to ask you, sir," said Candid, "whether

you do not find great pleasure in reading Horace P
"

" He has maxims," replied Pococurante, " from which

a man of the world may derive some profit, and which,

being compressed into vigorous verse, are easily graven

on the memory ; but I care very little for his journey to

Brundusium,' or for his description of a bad dinner,* or

for his blackguardly quarrel between a certain Rupilius,'

whose language, as he says, was full of poisonous filth, and

another fellow whose words were steeped in vinegar. I

have never read without the utmost disgust his indecent

lines against old women and witches, and I do not see to

what merit he can lay claim in telling his friend Maecenas

that if he is placed by him in the rank of lyric bards, he

will strike the stars with his exalted head.* Fools admire

everything in a celebrated author ; I read only to please

myself, and I like nothing but what answers my purpose."

Candid, who had been taught; never to judge of anything

for himself, was very much astonished at what he heard,

but Martin thought Pococurante's way of thinking not at

all unreasonable.
•• Oh ! here is a Cigero," said Candid ;

" now as regards

this great writer, I do not suppose you ever grow tired of

reading him ?
"

" I never read him at all," answered the Venetian.

" What difference does it make to me whether he pleaded

for Rabirius or for Cluentius ? I have quite enough

causes to decide myself. I should have more inclination

for his pliiloso})hical works ; but when I saw that there

was nothing about which he did not doubt, I concluded

' Sjitirofl, i. T) ' Satires, ii. 8.

' SatircH, i. 7. * Otlcs, i. 1.
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that I knew as much about them as he, and that I had no

need of anybody to teach me ignorance."

" Ah ! There are eighty volumes of transactions of the

Academy of Science!" cried Martin. "There may be

something good there."

" So there might be," said Pococurante, " if a single

author out of all who have accumulated this lumber had

so much as invented the art of making pins ; but in all

these books there is nothing but empty systems, and not a

single thing of any use."

" What a number of plays I see there," said Candid, "in

Italian, Spanish, and French !

"

" Yes," said the senator, " there are three thousand of

them, and not three dozen of any merit. As for these

collections of sermons, which, taken all together, are not

worth a page of Seneca, and all those big folios of theology,

you may be sure I never open them,—neither I, nor any-

one else."

Martin noticed some shelves filled with English books.

" I think," said he, " that a republican may well be

pleased with most of those works, written, as they are,

with such admirable freedom."
" Yes," answered Pococurante, " it is a fine thing to

write what one thinks ; it is the privilege of a human

being. In all this Italy of ours, no one writes anything

but what he does not really think true ; those who inhabit

the country of the Ccesars and the Antonines do not dare

to onU'rtuin an idea without lliti porniission of a Dominican

friar. I should be well enougli pleased with Ibe liltorty

which inspires the works of English genius, if i>a8sion an<l

party spirit did not spoil all that thai precious liberty holds

Worthy of eKict-m."

Candid, itcrcriving a Milton, asked him if lie did not

regard that aullior as a great man.
" Who? " exclaimed Pococuranfc.-, " that barbarian, wlio
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writes a long cummeutary upon the first chapter of Genesis

in ten books of ragged verse ? ' That rude imitator of the

Greeks, who disfigures the creation, and, whilst Moses

represents the Almighty producing the universe with a

word, makes the Messiah take a great pair of compasses

out of the celestial cupboard, to trace the outline of his

work ? ^ Can I set any value on an author who has spoiled

the hell and the devil of Tasso, who disguises Liicifer

sometimes as a toad,^ and sometimes as a pygmy,^ who
makes him repeat a hundred times the same sj^eech, who
puts into his mouth theological discussions, and who,

imitating in all seriousness Ariosto's comic introduction of

firearms, represents the devils as cannonading heaven ?
'

Neither I, nor anyone else in Italy, can take any pleasure

in these deplorable extravagances. The marriage of Sin

and Death, and the snakes which Sin brings forth," are

enough to make anyone sick who has the least delicacy of

taste ; and his lengthy description of a lazar-house ^ is fit

only for a grave-digger. This obscure poem, fantastic and

revolting, was despised when it first made its appearance,

and I treat it now as it was treated in his own country by

his own generation. In fine, I say what I think, and I

care very little whether others think as I do, or not."

Candid was distressed at these remarks ; he had a respect

for Homer, and a little liking for Milton.

" Alas !
" said he aside to Martin ;

" I very much fear

' Milton'.s " Paradise Lost " is written not in ten l>ut twelvi;

books, which are conccrncil willi the first lliree cliapters of

(iene><iH.

" " Paradise Lost,' hook vii. 225.

* IJook iv. H(H).

* Hook i. 777, etc. ; Imt llie inferior demons only arc thus trans-

forrnrvl.

• Hook vi. ."WW, etc.

• Hook ii. 71«>, etc.

' Hook xi. 477, etc.
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that this man has a sovereign contempt for our- German
poets."

" He would not be far wrong if he had," said Martin.
" Oh ! what a superior person

!

" said Candid again in a

low voice. " What a great genius, to be sure, is this Poco-

curante ! Nothing can please him."

After having thus examined all his books, they went

down into the garden, and Candid praised all its beauties,

"I know nothing in worse taste," said the owner; "every-

thing here is vulgar and gaudy, but I am going to begin

to have a garden laid out to-morrow on a more noble

plan."

When the two inquirers had taken leave of His Excel-

lency, Candid said to Martin :

" There now you will agree with me is the happiest man
in the world, looks down upon all his possessions."

"Do you not see," returned Martin, "that he is dis-

gusted with everything he has ? Plato remarked long ago

that it is not the healthiest stomach which rejects all

food."

" But," continued Candid, " is there no pleasure in

criticising everything, in perceiving faults where all other

men think thoy see Iwauties ?
"

" Which is as much as to say," answered Martin, " that

there must be some ]>leasure in never being pleased."

" Ah, well," said Candid, " then nobody is happy but

myself as soon as I shall see Miss Cuneguud again."

" It is always a good thing to be hoi)eful," said Martin.

Meanwhilt' days and weeks passed by ; Cacambo did not

return to him, and Candid was plunged into such deep

distress, that he J id not even make the reflection that

I'a(jur'tte and friar Girofk'e had never come so much as to

tbauk him for his kindness.
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CHAPTER XXVI.

TEEATS OF A SUPPER AT WHICH CANDID AND MARTIN
WERE PRESENT WITH SIX FOREIGNERS, AND TELLS WHO
THEY WERE.

/^NE evening, when Candid, followed by Martin, was
^-^ about to sit down to table with the other guests who
were staying at the same inn, a man, whose face was as

black as soot, accosted him from behind, and, taking him
by the arm, said :

" Be ready to start with us,—do not fail."

He turned round, and saw Cacambo. Nothing but the

sight of Cimegund could have surprised and pleased him
more, and he was almost wild with joy. Embracing his

dear friend, he exclaimed :

" Is Cunegund here ? "Where is she to be found ?

—

Take me to her, that I may die with joy in her presence
!

"

" Cunegund is not here," said Cacambo ;
" she is at

Constantinople."

" Good Heavens ! At Constantinople !—But were she iu

China, I would fly to her.—Let us be off."

" We will start after suj)per," replied Cacambo. " I can-

not tell you anything more ; I am a slave, my master is

expecting me, ayd I must go and wait upon him at table.

Do not say a word, take your supper, and hold yourself iu

readiness."

Candid, divided in his feelings between joy and disaj)-

pointment, delighted to have seen again his faithful agent,

but astonislu'd at finding him a slave, full of the idea of

recovering Iii.s mistress, with agitated houit and distracting

thoughts sat down to table with Martin, who regarded all

T



322 VOLTAIRE'S TALES.

these occurrences quite calmly, aud with six foreigners,

who were come to pass the carnival at Venice.

Cacambo, towards the end of the meal, as he was pour-

ing out wine for one of these six strangers, whispered in

his new master's ear :

" Sire, Your Majesty may start when he pleases ; the

ship is ready."

Having said these words he left the room. The com-

pany looked at each other with surprise, but without

uttering a single word, when another attendant, ap-

proaching his master, said to him :

" Sire, Your Majesty's carriage is at Padua, and the

boat is ready."

The master made a sign, and the servant retired. All

the guests stared at each other again, and the general

surprise grew greater. A third footman, in like manner,

went up to another of the strangers, and said :

" Sire, believe me, Your Majesty should not remain here

any longer; I am going to get everything ready"—and

he immediately disappeared.

Thereupon Candid and Martin came to the conclusion

that this was doubtless some carnival masquerade, when

a fourth servant said to his master—" Your Majesty can

start when he pleases," and left like the otliers.

A fifth footman said much the same to a fifth master

;

but the sixth addressed the last stranger, who sat beside

Caudiil, in a diiTeriMit manner:
** Upon my word, sire," said he, " people hero will trust

neither Your Majesty nor me any longer, and we run a

great ri.sk of being locked uji in gaol to-night, so I am
g<»ing to look aft^T my own business. Farewell."

All the servants iiaviiig taken their departure, the six

strangers, Candid, and Martin sat on in profound silence,

which Candid at last broko by saying :

" Gontleuu-u, this is a singular piece of pleasantry on
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your part. How is it you are all Kings ? As for Martin

and myself, I must confess that neither of us is of royal

rank."'

Cacambo's master gravely replied to his question, saying

in Italian

:

"I at least am not joking. My name is Achmet III.,'

and I was G-rand Sultan for a good many years. I de-

throned my brother," and my nephew ' has done the same

to me. My viziers have all had their heads cut off, and I

am eking out the remainder of my days in the old seraglio

;

my nephew the Grand Sultan Mahmud allows me to travel

sometimes for my health, and I am come to spend the

carnival at Venice."

A young man seated by Achmet spoke next, and said

:

" My name is Ivan ;* I was Emperor of all the Russias,

but was dethroned in the cradle. My father and mother

were closely confined, and I was brought up in prison ; I

am sometimes permitted to travel, accompanied by those

who are responsil>le for my safe keeping, and I am come

to spend the carnival at Venice."

The third stranger said :

" I am Charles Edward, King of England ; my father

has resigned to me his title to the kingdom, which I have

fought to maintain.' Eight hundred" of my followers

' Aohnict III. rei^mpd from 1702 till 1730.

' Mustai.lia 11. (ir)'.).-)-170'_').

' Malmmrl I. (17.S(>-17r.4).

* Ivan III. (or VI. if the (irand Dukes of Moscow l>e rookoncd),

Iwirii in 1710, snrctiodcd to tho Ku.xsian sceptre when an infant of

two months old, hut \va.s Hupcrncded the ne.xt year hy Elizaheth,

dau^'htor of Peter the CJreat, imprisoned during the remainder

of hin life, and put to death in 17t>4.

' Tlie ^^>lln;^ Ciievalier fon;^lit on his father's hehalf, who wa-»

IH-oelaimcd Kinj;, as .Jamos VIII., at Kdinhurj;h, Septemher, 17-15.

" The numher of executions which followed the suppression of

the rehcllion of 1715 were under eighty in all.
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have had their hearts torn out and thrown in their faces,

and I have myself been cast into prison.^ I am on my
way to Rome, to pay a visit to the King my father, de-

throned like myself and my grandfather ; and I am come

to spend the carnival at Venice."

The fourth then spoke as follows :

" I am King of Poland, but the fortune of war has

deprived me of my hereditary dominions ;

' my father

experienced the same reverse,^ and I am resigned to

Providence, like Sultan Achmet, the Emperor Ivan, and

King Charles Edward (to whom God grant a long life !),

and I am come to sj^end the carnival at Venice."

The fifth said

:

"I also am King of Poland;' I have twice lost my
1 hrone, but Providence has bestowed on me another State,

in which I have done more good than all the Kings of

Sarmatia * together have been able to effect ujwn the

' Prince diaries Edward was confined in tlie State prison of

Vincennes, before beinj^ Itanished from France, wlien he refused to

leave that country in 1748.

^ Au;^ustus HI., Kinfj of I'oland, was driven from the throne

during the War of the Polish Succession (1733-1735), but was after-

wards restoreil.

' Augustus II. was dethroned by Charles XII. of Sweden, in

1704, and Stanislaus Lesczinski made King, but Augustus was
restored after Charles XII. 's defeat at Pultown in 1709, and died

ill 17.TJ.

' Stanislaus Lesczinski, elected King by the Polish Diet in 1704,

an<l driven from the throne in 1709, was restored during the war of

1733; but at its end in 173.') Stanislaus g.-ive up his claim to tlie

crown of I'oland, and, by the inlluenre of Louis XV. of Prance,

who was his son-in-law, was made Duke of Lorraine, at whose
Court at Luiieville or Commercy \'oltaire was an honoured

visitor.

' Tin: ancii'iit name of Sarmatia is used for Poland, the eastern

part «>l which it eml»racetl, together with the southern part of

li ussia.
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banks of the Vistula. I too resign myself to Providence,

and am come to spend the carnival at Venice."

It only remained for the sixth monarch to speak.

" Gentlemen," said he, " my royalty is of less exalted

rank, but for all that I have been a sovereign like your-

selves. I am Theodore, whom the Corsicans chose as their

King. I have been styled ' Your Majesty,' and now they

hardly call me ' Sir.' Money has been struck in my name,

and at present I do not possess a farthing ; I have had

two secretaries of State, and now I can scarcely be said to

have any longer a valet ; I have sat upon a throne, and,

since then, have lain for long upon straw in a London

prison.* I very much fear I may be treated in the same

way here, though I am come, like Your Majesties, to spend

the carnival at Venice."

The five other Kings listened to this speech with

generous compassion, and each of them gave King Theo-

dore twenty sequins ^ to buy himself shirts and other

clothing, wliile Candid made him a present of a diamond,

the value of which was not less than two thousand

sequins.'

*' Whoever can this man be," said the five Kings, " who

is in a position to give away a hundred times as much as

any one of us, and who actually does it. Are you, sir,

also a King ?
"

** No, gentlemen, and I have no desire to be one."

' Theodore, a Westplialian baron and a military advonturer,

procured hin election as Kin;,' of the Corsicans in IT.'W, hut fouiul

himself obliged to ahdioate in less than a year. He died in

Loufhm (17')G), soon after his release from the King's Bench prison,

wlicre he ha<l l>een conlincd for debt.

^ Aseciuiii was an ohl Venetian gold coin, worth rather less than

an Knj^lish lialf-sovereign.

' There are clircjnological inc<msistencies in this imaginary

meeting at Venice of six dethrone<l monarchs, as the prectHiing

notes sutlicicntly indicate.
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At the moment when they were leaving the table,

there arrived at the same hostelry four Serene High-

nesses who had likewise lost their territories by the

fortunes of war, and were come to pass the remainder of

the carnival at Venice, but Candid paid no heed to these

new arrivals, being altogether absorbed in the thought

of going to Constantinople in search of liis beloved

Cuncgund.

CHAPTER XXVII.

CANDID's voyage to CONSTANTINOPLE.

T^HE faithful Cacambo had already obtained permis-
-* sion from the Turkish captain, who was going to take

back Sultan Achmet to Constantinople, for Candid and
Martin to be received on board his vessel, where they

both presented themselves, after having done obeisance to

His miserable Highness. On their way to the ship,

Candid kept saying to Martin :

*' What a singular thing it is now that we should have

supped with six dethroned kings, and that out of these

six monarchs moreover tliero shotild be one on whom I

have bestowed alms ! It may be that there are many
other princes yet more unfortunate. As for me, I have

only lost a hundred sheei^, and now I am flying into the

arms of Cuncgund. My dear Martin, once moro let me
till you, Pangl»)S8 was in the right, and all is well."

" I wish it may prove so," said Martin.

" But what an adventure we have had here at Venice,"

pursued Candid, " and how extremely improbable it would

luivu seemed beforehand ! When was it ever seen or
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beard of that six dethroned sovereigns supped together at

a tavern ?
"

" It is not more extraordinary," said Martin, " than most

of the things that have happened to us. It is a veiy

common occurrence for kings to be dethroned ; and as for

the honour we have had in supping with them, that is a

trifle unworthy of our attention. What matters it with

whom we sup, provided we meet with good cheer ?
"

Candid had no sooner reached the vessel than he fell on

the neck of his old servant and friend Cacambo.
" Tell me now," said he, " how is Cuuegund getting on ?

Is she still a prodigy of beauty ? Does she love me as much
as ever? Is she well and happy? You have doubtless

bought a palace for her at Constantinople."

" My dear master," answered Cacambo, " Cunegund
washes dishes on the shore of the Sea of Marmora for a

prince who has very few of such articles ; she is a slave in

the house of a foreign sovereign, named Ragotski,' to whom
the Grand Turk grants a pension of three crowns a day in

his retirement ; but, what is far more melancholy, she has

lost her beauty and is become horribly ugly."

'• Ah, well ! handsome or ugly," said Candid, " I am a

man of honour, and it is my duty to love her under all

circumstances. But how came she to be reduced to a state

so low, when you left me with five or six millions?
"

•' Oh ! for the matter of that, was I not obliged to give

two millions to Senor don Fernando d'Ibaraa y Figueora y
Maecarencs y Lampourdos y Souza, Governor of Buenos

Ayres, to obtain his permission to get back Miss Cunegund ?

And did not a pirate gallantly rob us of all the rest? And
<lid not that same jiirate take us to Cape Matapan, to

Milo, to Nicaria, to Samos, to Petrias, to the Dardanelles,

to Marmora, to Scutari ? Cunegund and the old woman
' FraiKois Looitold Hagotski, Prince of Transylvania, was V)orn

in 1(570, and died in 1735.
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are slaves in the household of the Prince I have men-

tioned, and as for me, I am a slave of the dethroned

Sultan,"

"What a chain of frightfuhcalamities! " said Candid.

" But after all I have still some diamonds left, with which

it will be easy for me to ransom Miss Cunegund. It is a

gi-eat pity she is become so ugly."

Then turning to Martin, he said

:

"Which, think you, is the most to be pitied, the Sultan

Achmet, the Emperor Ivan, King Charles Edward, or I ?
"

" I cannot tell," said Martin ;
" it would be necessary for

me to look into your hearts to know that,"

" Ah !

" said Candid, " if Pangloss were here, he would

know all about it, and could tell us at once."

" I know not," said Martin, *' in what scales this Pangloss

of yours would have weighed the misfortunes of mankind,

so as to estimate their relative sufferings. All I presume

to assert is that there are millions of men upon the earth

more to be pitied than King Charles Edward, the Emperor

Ivan, and the Sultan Achmet."
" That may well be so," said Candid.

In a few days they arrived at the Bosphorus. The first

thing that Candid did was to pay a heavy ransom for

Cacambo, and, without any loss of time, he went on board

a galley with his companions, to coast along the shore of

the Sea of Marmora in search of Cunegund, however ugly

she might prove to be.

Now there were among the crew two galley-slaves who

rowed very badly, and to whom the Levantine skipper

applied the lash from time to time on the bare shoulders.

Candid, from a natural firling of sympathy, regarded them

with niorcattentioii than thereat of the crew, and approached

tlwrn with a look of pity. Their faces, disBgured though

tlicy were, seemed to him to bear some resemblance to those

of I 'an gloHs and the unliai)i>y Jesuit Baron, Miss Cuuegund's
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brother. Touched with sorrowful emotion at this idea, he

observed them still more attentively.

" Truly," said he to Cacambo, " if I had not seen Dr.

Pangloss hanged, and if I had not had the misfortune to

have killed the Baron, I could believe that it is they who
are rowing in this galley."

At hearing the names of the Baron and of Pangloss, the

two galley-slaves uttered a loud cry, ceased rowing, and

let their oars fall from their hands. The Levantine skipper

hurried up to them, and applied the lash with redoubled

vigour.

" Stop ! Stop, my good sir !
" exclaimed Candid ;

" I

will give you as much money as you like for them."
" What ! Is it Candid ? " said one of the two slaves.

" What ! Is it Candid? " said the other.

" Is this a dream ? " said Candid ;
" am I asleep or

awake ? Am I really in this galley ? Is this my lord

Baron, whom I killed ? Is that Dr. Pangloss, whom I saw

hanged ?
"

" Yes, indeed, it is we ourselves whom you see before

you," they answered.
" What !

" exclaimed Martin ;
" is this the great philo-

sopher of whom I have heard so much ?
"

Candid again accosted the Levantine skipper

:

" Sir," said he, " how much money will satisfy you for

the rausom of my lord Thundertentruuk, one of the first

barons of the Empire, and of Dr. Pangloss, the most pro-

found metaphysician in Germany ?
"

" Dog of a Christian," answered the Levantine skipper,

" since these two Christian dogs of galley-slaves are barons

and metaphysicians, which is, no doubt, a high dignity m
their country, you sliall pay me for them fifty thousand

sequins."

"You shall have them, sir; only take me back like a

flash of lightning to Constautiuople, and you shall be paid
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on the spot. But no ; take me to the house where Miss

Cunegund lives."

The Levantine skipper, on Candid's first offer of ransom,

had already turned the vessel's prow towards the city, and

now made his crew row more quickly than a bird cleaves

the air.

Candid embraced the Baron and Pangloss a hundred

times.

" And how was it I never killed you, after all, my dear

Baron ? And, my dear Pangloss, how is it you are alive,

after having been hanged ? And why are you both galley-

slaves here in Turkey?"
"Is it really true that my dear sister is in this country?"

asked the Baron.
" Yes," replied Cacambo.
" Do I then indeed behold once more my dear Candid?"

cried Pangloss.

Candid tlien presented Martin and Cacambo ; they all

embraced each other, and all began to speak at the same

time, while the galley flew on, and soon brought thein

back to the harbour. A Jew being sent for. Candid sold

him for fifty thousand sequins a diamond worth a hundred

tliousand, though the Jew swore to him by Abraham that

he could not in conscience give more for it ; and Candid

immediately paid down the money to ransom the Baron

and Pangloss. Tlie latter threw himself at his deliverer's

feet, and bathed them with tears; the other thanked him

with an inclination of the head, and promised to return

the money on the earliest crjiportunity.

*' But can it indeed be possible that my sister is in Tur-

key ?" said hf.

"Nothing is more certain," replied Cacambo, " since she

scours the dishes and platis in the house of a Transylva-

nian prince."

Two other Jews were immediately summoned, to
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whom Candid sold more diamonds, and they all started

.it^fain in another galley to go and release Cimegund from

lioudage.

CHAPTEE XXVIII.

WHAT HAPPENED TO CANDID, CUNEGUND, PANGLOSS,

MARTIN, ETC.

" T CRAVE your pardon once more," said Candid to the

-^ Baron ; " forgive me, reverend father, for having

run my sword through your body."

" I beg you will never speak of it again," said the Baron

;

" I was a little too hasty, I own. But as you wish to know

how it came to pass that you found me a galley-slave, I

must tell you that, after having been healed of my wound

by the brother apothecary of the College, I was attacked

and carried off by a party of Spaniards, who threw me

into prison at Buenos Ayres just after my sister had left

the city. I asked and obtained permission to return to

Rome to the Father General, who nominated me to go and

serve as chaplain to the French Ambassador at Constan-

tinople. I had not been a week in my new post, when I

met one evening a very handsome young Icoglan.^ The

weather was very warm, the youth wished to bathe, and I

took the opportunity of doing the same, not being aware

that it was a heinous crime for a Christian to be found

stark naked with a young Mussulman. A Cadi' ordered

me to receive a hundred Mows on the soles of my feet, and

eentcuced mo to the galleys. I do not believe that a more

horrible act of injustice was ever committed. But I should

' i.e., a papc boloii^jiiig to the Sultan.

* See p. 203, note 3. ,
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like to know bow it came about tbat my sister is kitchen-

maid to a sovereign of Transylvania who has taken refuge

with the Turks."

"And you, my dear Pangloss," said Candid, "how can

it have happened that I see you again ?
"

" It is true," said Pangloss, " that you saw me hanged;

I should, in the ordinary course of things, have been

burned, but, as you will remember, it rained in torrents

when I was about to be roasted. The storm was so violent

that there was no hope of lighting the fire, so I was

hanged because nothing better could be done. A surgeon

bought my body, carried me home with him, and began to

dissect me, by making in the first place a crucial incision

from the navel to the neck. Nt)w it was impossible for

anyone to have been hanged more unskilfully than I was;

the executioner of the high decrees of the Holy Inquisition

—a sub-deacon—was indeed a perfect adept at burning

people, but hanging was not in his line of business ; the

cord was wet, and, not slipping properly, failed to form a

tight noose. In fact, I was still breathing when they cut

me down, and the crucial incision made me utter such a

piercing scream, that the surgeon fell fiat on his back, and,

believing that it must be the devil he was dissecting, rushed

off in a i)anic of fear, and fell down again on the stiiirs in his

liurried ilight. His wife came nmning out of an adjoining

chanibr-r on hearing the noise, and, seeing me stretched out

upon the tiiblf with the crucial incision made on my body,

she was struck with even greater consternation than her

hus])and, took t(^ her heels, and tumbled on the top of him

When they had r(»coyered a little from their fright, I heard

the surgeon's wife say to her liusband :

" ' My gfK)d man, what were you thinking of to dissect ,i

heretic like that ? Don't you know that the devil is alwavs

in tlie bodies of such jK'ople ? I'll go directly in search ut'

a priuat, that he may come aud exorcise the corpse.'
:(
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" I shuddered at these words, and, gathering up the little

strength I had left, cried out

:

" ' Have pity on me !

'

" At last the Portuguese barber-surgeon took courage

;

he sewed up mj skin, and even his wife was prevailed upon
to nurse me, till at the end of a fortnight I was on m_v

feet again. The barber then found me a situation, and I

liecame serving-man to a Knight of MaJta who was going

to Venice ; but my master not having the wherewithal to

I)ay me my wages, I entered the service of a Venetian mer-

chant, and followed him to Constantinople.

" One day the fancy seized me to enter a mosque ; there

was no one there but an old Imam' and a very pretty

young devotee of the fair sex, who was saying her prayers.^

Her neck was quite uncovered, and in her bosom she had
a beautiful nosegay of tulips, roses, anemones, ranun-

culuses, hyacinths, and aui'iculas. She let fall her nose-

gay ; I picked it up, and put it back in its place for her

with eager but respectful attention. I was so long in

replacing it properly, that the Imam grew angry, and,

seeing that I was a Christian, shouted for assistance. I

was brought before the Cadi,^ who sentenced me to receive

a hundred blows of a stick on the soles of my feet, and
sent me to the galleys. I was chained in the identical

galley and to the very same bench as my lord Baron.

There were also among our nunil)er four young men from

Marseilles, five Neapolitan priests, and two monks from

Corfu, who told us that such adventures as ours are a

matter of everyday occurrence. My lord Baron maintained

that he had suffered greater injustice than I had done ; I,

' See note on p. 203.

' Tlie n-ailor will scarcely need to he reminded that it i.>< not

UHiial for wonuMi to visit tlic inoscpu's, and that, in any ca.'»o, they

are kept Hrrupnloiisly apart from tlie men.
' Sec note, p. "203.
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on the other hand, insisted that it was far more excusable

to replace a nosegay in a woman's bosom than to be found

stark naked with an Icoglan. We kept up a constant

dispute on the question, and we were receiving twenty lashes

a day, when the chain of events in this universe brought

you on board our galley to redeem us from bondage."

" Well, my dear Pangloss," said Candid, " now that you

have been hanged, dissected, and thrashed black and blue,

with all your experience as a galley-slave, have you con-

tinued to think that everything happens so well that it

could not be better ?
"

" I have always retained my original opinion," answered

Pangloss, " for am I not a philosopher ? It does not

become me to retract my words. Leibnitz cannot possibly

be wrong ; besides, the " pre-established harmony " is the

finest thing in the world, as well as the " plenum " and

the " materia subtilis."

CHAPTER XXIX.

HOW CANDID FOUND CUNEGUND AND THE OLD

WOMAN AGAIN.

WHILST Candid, the Baron. Pangloss. Martin, and

Ca(:iml)o were recounting their atlventures, and

reasoning upon the contingent or non-contingent events

that occur in this world; whilst thoy were disputing about

causes and rffocts, moral and pliysical evil, free-will and

necessity. an<l particularly the sources from which consola-

tion may be derivi^d when one is a galley-slave on Turkish

waters, they reached the shore of the Sea of Marmora at

the point where tlie house of the Transylvauian Prince was

situated. The first ohj.-ets that presented themselves v-cro
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Cunegund and the old woman, who were spreading out

towels to dry on a clothes-line.

The Baron turned pale at the sight. Candid, fond lover

as he was, on beholding his fair Cunegund's complexion

tuined, her bloodshot eyes, withered neck, wrinkled cheeks,

and coarse red arms, started back a step or two in horror,

but immediately afterwards advanced as good manners

dictated. She embraced Candid and her brother, and

after the old woman had been embraced also, Candid

ransomed them both.

There hajipened to be a farm vacant in the neighbour-

hood, and the old woman proposed that Candid should

take it until something better should turn up for the whole

company. Cunegund was not aware that she had grown
ugly, and no one was so imi)olite as to tell her so ; she

reminded Candid of his promises in so confident a tone,

that the good-natured fellow did not dare to refuse her.

Then he gave the Baron to understand that he was going

to marry his sister.

" I will never," said the Baron, " tolerate such a luw

connexion on her part, nor such insolent ])resumption on

yours ; I will never incur the reproach of infamy so great

;

my sister's children would be unable to enter the privileged

circles of Germany. No, my sister shall never marry any-

one but a baron of the Empire."

Cunegund threw herself at his feet, and bathed them
with tears, but he was inflexible.

" Sir fool," said Candid, " I have rescued you from the

galleys, I have i)aid your ransom and that of your sister

;

she was washing dishes here till I came, she is ugly, I am
kind enough to make her my wife, and yet you still pre-

sume to oppose the match ! Were I only to consult my
indignation, I would kill you again."

" Kill me iii,':iiii. if you will," said the Baron, " but you
shall not marry my sister so long as T a!n alive."
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CHAPTER XXX.

CONCLUSION.

/'^ANDID in his secret heart had no desire to wed Cune-
^^ gund, but the extreme impertinence of the Barou

made him determined to conclude the marriage, and Cune-

guud pressed him so earnestly that he could not go back

from his word. He consulted Pangloss, Martin, and the

faithful Cacambo. Pangloss drew up a fine treatise, in

which he proved that the Baron had no right of control

over his sister, and that she was free, according to all the

laws of the Empire, to form a left-handed marriage with

Candid ; Martin concluded that it would be best to throw

the Baron into the sea ; and Cacambo's decision was that

he ought to be given back to the Levantine captain, and

made a galley-slave again, after which he might be sent to

Rome and the Father General by the first available vessel.

This advice seemed very good, and met with the old

woman's approval, but nothing was said to his sister about

the matter. The scheme was carried into execution for a

certain sum of money, and they had the satisfaction alike

of <'ntra])ping a Jesuit, and of punishing the pride of a

German baron.

One would naturally suppose that, after so many disas-

ters, married to his mistress, living witli the philosopher

Pangloss, the no less ])hilosophic Martin, the shrewd

Cacamlw, and the wise old woman, and having moreover

lirought so many diamonds frt>m the country of the ancient

Inoas, Candid wouhl now lead an existence the most agree-

able in the world ; but lie had been so cheated by the

Jews, that nothing was left liiiu but this little farm ; his

wife, growing uglier every day, became intolerably peevish
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as well ; the old woman was feeble, and even more ill-

tempered than Cunegund. Cacambo, who worked in the

garden and went to Constantinople to sell vegetables, was

worn out with incessant toil, and cursed his fate. Pan-

gloss was dejected because he could not shine at some

German university. As for Martin, he was firmly per-

suaded that one is equally badly off everywhere, and so he

took things patiently. Candid, Martin, and Paugloss

sometimes continued their disputes on moral and meta-

physical philosophy. Boats were often seen passing under

the windows of the farm laden with Effendis, Pashas, and

Cadis, who were being sent into exile to Lemnos, Mytilene.

or Erzeroum ; they saw other Cadis, other Pashas, and

other Effendis, who came to take the places of those who
had been banished, only to incur the same fate in their

turn ; they saw heads neatly packed up in straw, ready to

be presented at the Sublime Porte. Such sights gave a

fresh impetus to their discussions ; and, when they had

nothing to dispute about, they found their life so exces-

sively tedious, that, one day, the old woman ventured to

address them as fullows :

" I should like to know which is worst, to be ravished a

hundred times by negro pirates, to have a buttock cut off.

to run the gauntlet among the Bulgarians, to be scourged

and hanged at an aiito-da-fr, to be dissected, to be a galley-

slave, to experience, in short, all the wretchedness through

which we have all i)assed, or to remain here doing nothing."

" That is an important question," said Candid.

This speech of the old woman's gave rise to new reflec-

tions, and Martin iu ])articular concluded that men wen-

born to live cither amid the convulsions of anxiety, or ui

the lethargy of dulness. Candid did not a^^rree with this

vieWt^but he felt sure of noth ing. Pangloss confessed that

he had never ht'cu free from horrllilo sufferings, but. haviug

once taken up the position that evervthiug went on won-
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Jerfully well, he continued to assert the same opinion,

w ithout reallj believing it.

There was one incident that completely confirmed Martin

in his detestable principles, that made Candid hesitate

more than ever, and embarrassed Pangloss liiniself. This

was the sight they one day had of Paquette and friar

Giroflee landing at their farm in a state of extreme desti-

tution. They had very quickly consumed their three

thousand piastres, had parted from each other, had been

reconciled, had got into trouble, had been put in prison,

had escaped, and finally brother Giroflee had turned Turk.

Paquette continued to ply her trade everywhere, but gained

nothing more by it than before.

" I was right in my foreboding," said Martin to Candid,
" that your gifts would soon be squandered, and would

only serve to increase their misery. You and Cacambo
have been gorged with millions of piastres, yet are no

happier than brother Giroflee and Paquette."

" Ah!" said Pangloss to Paquette, "Heaven then brings

you back among us here. My poor child ! Do you know
that you have cost me the tip of my nose, an eye, and an

ear V What a fine woman you have grown, to be sure

!

Ah ! what a world this is !

"

Til is fresh adventure set them to work philosophising

more deeply than ever.

Now there dwelt in the neighbourhood a very celebrated

dervish, who was held to be the best jihilosopher in Turkey

;

him tlicn they went to consult, and Pangloss acted aa

spokesman, saying :

" Master, we are come to beg that you will tell us why
such a strange animal as man has been created ?

"

" Why should you inf<ldl«> with the matter? " said the

dervish ;
" what business is it of yours? "

*' liut, reverenil father," said Candid, " there is a dreadful

amount of evil in the world."
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" What does it signify," replied the dervish, " whether

there be evil or good ? AVheu His Highness sends a ship

to Egypt, does he concern himself whether the mice on

board are comfortable or not ?
"

" What is to be done, then ? " asked Pangloss.

" To hold your tongue," said the dervish.

"I was hoping to have the pleasure," continued Pangloss,

" of arguing a little with you on causes and effects, the best

of all possible worlds, the origin of evil, the nature of the

soul, and the pre-established harmony."

The dervish at these words shut the door in their faces.

Wliile this conversation Avas being carried on, the news

was spread that two Viziers of the Bench and the Mufti

'

had just been strangled at Constantinople, and that several

of their friends had been impaled. This catastrophe created

a great ferment for some hours. Pangloss, Candid, and

Martin, as they were returning to their small farm, came

upon a good old man who was enjoying the fresh air out-

side his door under a bower of orange trees. Pangloss,

who was as inquisitive as he was argumentative, asked

him what was the name of the Mufti who had just been

executed.

" I know nothing whatever about it," answered the good

man, " and I never yet knew the name of any Mufti or of

any Vizier. I am absolutely ignorant of the event to which

you refer ; I presume that those who mix themselves up in

public affairs generally perish some time or other in a

miserable manner, and that they deserve it; but 1 never

seek information about what goes on at Constantinople ; I

am content to send thither for sale the fruits of this garden

which I cultivate."

Having said those words, he invited the strangers to

enter bis house. His two daughters and his two sons

' i.e., an ollkiiil interpreter of tlie Moluuunieilun law.
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j
offered tliem many different kinds of iced sherbets, which

they made themselves after the Turkish fashion and

flavoured with candied citron peel, oranges, lemons, pine-

apples, dates, pistachio-nuts, and Mocha coffee free from ad-

mixture with the inferior produce of Batavia and the West
Indies. Aftei*wards the daughters of this good Moslem
poured fragrant essences over the beards of Candid, Pan-

gloss, and Martin.

"You must have a vast and magnificent estate," said

Candid to the Turk.

" I have only twenty acres," he answered, " which I and

my children cultivate ; labour keeps aloof from us three

^- great evils,—duluess, vice, and want."

::e^« jj As Candid returned to his farm he reflected deeply upon

p\-^. what the Turk had said, and remarked to Pangloss and
/^^ Martin

:

. od^^ - " This excellent old man appears to me to have cut out

for himself a lot far preferable to that of the six kings with

whom we had the honour of supping."

*• Great positions," observed Pangloss, " are highly dan-

gei'ous, as all philosophers are agreed : far, let me remind

you, Eglon, King of the Moabites, was assassinated by

Ehud ; Absalom was liung up by his hair and pierced with

three darts ; King Nadab, the son of Jeroboam, was slain by

Baasha, King Elah by Zirari, Ahaziah by Jehu, Athaliah by

Jehoiada ; the Kings Jehoiakim, Jechouiah, and Zedekiah

iMcame slaves. You know the miserable ends of Croesus,

A.styagt's, Darius, Dionysius of Syracuse, Pyrrhus, Perseus,

Hannibal, Jugurtlia, Ariovistus, Coesar, Pompey, Nero,

Otho, VitcUius, Domitian. Richard 11. of England, Ed-

ward II., Henry VI., Ridiard III., Mary Queen of Scots

and Charles I., the second, the tliird, and the fourth Henry

of France, tlie Emperor Henry IV. You know "

" Yes," said (,'andid, " and I know too that we must

attend to our gardeu."
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" You are right," said Pangloss ;
" for wheu man was

put into the Garden of Eden, he was placed there ' ut

operaretur eum,'—to dress it and to keep it, which proves

that man is not born for idleness and repose."

"Let us work without arguing," said Martin ;
" that is

the only way of rendering life tolerable."

All the little company entered into this praiseworthy

resolution, and each began busily to exert his or her peculiar

talents. The small orchard brought forth abundant crops.

Cunegund, it could not be denied, was very ugly, but she

became an excellent hand at making pastry ; Paquette

embroidered ; the old woman took care of the linen. There

was no one who did not make himself useful, not even

friar Giroflt'e ; he was a first-rate carpenter, and actually

turned out an honest fellow. Pangloss used sometimes to

say to Candid

:

" All events are inextricably linked together in this best

of all possible worlds ; for, look you, if you had not been

driven out of a magnificent castle by hearty kicks upon

your hinder parts for presuming to make love to Miss

Cunegund, if you had not been put into the Inquisition, if

you had not roamed over America on foot, if you had

never run your sword through the Baron, or lost all your

sheep from the fine country of El Dorado, you would not

be here now eating candied citrons and pistachio-nuts."

"Well sai.l !
" answered Candid ;

" but we must attend

to our garden." '

• A second ])art of "Candide," jmblislied in 1761, and proUaljly

written l>y Tliorel de Canipiynenllcs (d. 1809), Ikus often been re-

printed a8 an authentic sequel to Voltaire's tale.



Additional Note to p. 293.

" A bill payable to bearer for the other world."—These billets de

ronfession, ^vllich gave rise to so much bitterness and controversy

in Paris in Voltaire's time, were certiHcates required by many of

the clergy from dying persons before receiving tiie last saciaments.

They lx)re the signature of some priest known to be in accord with

the Papal bull " Unigenitus," directed against the tenets of

Janseni.sm.
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T ONCE met, wlien on my travels, an old Brahman, -svlio

-^ was exceedingly wise, full of native intelligence, and

jirofoundly learned ; moreover, lie was rich, and, in conse-

f[uence, all the more correct in his conduct, for, being in

want of nothing, he had no need to deceive anybody. His

household was very well managed by three handsome wives

who laid themselves out to please him ; and, when he was

not entertaining himseK with them, he was engaged in

studying philosophy.

Near his house, which was a fine one situated in the

midst of charming gardens, dwelt an old Hindoo woman,

bigoted, half-witted, and extremely poor.

One day the Brahman said to me :

" Would that I had never been born !

"

I asked him what made him say that, and he rcj)lied as

follows

:

" I studied for forty years, and they are so many years

wasted ; I have been teaching for tlie rest of my life, and

I am ignorant of everything. Tliis state of things fills

my soul witli such humiliation and disgust, that life

is to me intolerable. I have been born into the world, I

live subject to the liniitati«)ns of time, and I know not

wluit time is ; I find myself on a i)oint between two eterni-

ties, as our sages say, and I have no conception of eternity.
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I am composed of matter, and I can think
;
yet I have

never been able to satisfy myself as to what produces

thought ; I know not whether my understanding is a

simple faculty within me, like the power of walking or of

digesting food, and whether I think with my head in the

same way as I grasp with my hands. Not only is the

essential nature of my powers of thought unknown to me,

but that of my muscular movements is equally obscure ; I

cannot tell why I exist
;
yet I am questioned every day on

all these points, and I am obliged to make some answer.

I have nothing to say Avorth hearing, but I am not sparing

of my words, and, after all has been said, I remain con-

fused and ashamed of myself.

" It is even worse when people ask me if Brahma was

produced by Vi^hnji, or if they are both eternal. Heaven

is my witness that I know nothing about the matter, as

my answers only too plainly show. ' Ah, reverend father,'

they say, ' teach us how it is that evil floods the whole

earth ?
' I am as much at a loss as those who ask me

that question ; I tell them sometimes that all is well and

could not be better, but those who have been ruined

and maimed in the wars do not believe a word of it, any

more than I do myself. I retire into my own house

crushed by the weight of my own ignorance and unsatisfied

curiosity. I read our ancient books, and they only make

ray darkness greater. I speak to my companions ; some

tell me in reply that we must enjoy life and laugh at

mankind ; others think that they know a secret that ex-

l)laius everything, and lose themselves in a maze of extrava-

gant notions. All tends to increase the painful feeling of

uncertainty that possesses me ; and I am ready sometimes

to fall into despair, when I consider that, after all my
mve'stjgations, 1 know neither whence I come, nor what I

am, nor whither I go, nor what will become of me."

1 waa really pained at the state of this good soul; no
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one could be more rational than he was, nor more sincerely

iu earnest. I conceived that the brighter the light of his

understanding, and the keener the sensibility of his heart,

the greater was his unhappiness.

The same day I saw the old woman who lived in his

neighbourhood, and I asked her if she had ever been dis-

tressed at not knowing how her soul was formed. She

<lid not even comprehend my question; she had never

reflected for a single moment of her life on any one of

those points which tormented the Brahman ; she believed

iu the incarnation of Vishnu with all her heart, and pro-

vided she might sometimes have a little water from the

Ganges with which to wash herself, she deemed herself the

most fortunate of women.

Struck with this poor creature's happiness, I returned to

my philosopher, and said

:

" Are you not ashamed of being unhappy, whilst at your
very gate there is an old automaton who thinks about

nothing and lives contented ?
"

" You are right," he answered ;
" I have told myseK a

hundred times that I should be happy if I were as silly as

my neighbour, and yet somehow I have no wish to attain

such happiness."

This reply of my Brahman impressed me more than
anything else. I examined my own heart and discovered

that, if I had the offer, I should not have wished, any
more than he, to be happy at the expense of my intilligence-

I referred tlie ])roblem to some philosoj)hers, and their

opinions were the same as mine.
*• For all that," said I, " There is a wild contradiction in

this manner of thinking ; for, after all, what is the ques-

tion?—How to be liapi^y. What does it matter whether
i>ne is intelligent or silly? Moreover, those who are con-

tented with their existence are quite sure that tliev are so,

whereas those who exercise their reason arc by no means
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so certain that tliey exercise it aright. It is clear then,"

said I, " that we should be constrained to choose the loss

of reason, if reason contributes to our unhappiness in

however small a degree."

Everybody agreed with me in this opinion, and yet I

found no one willing to accept the bargain, when it was a

question of purchasing contentment at the price of becom-

ing a fool. Hence I concluded that if we set a high value

on happiness, we value reason even more.

But, after having reflected on this matter, it appears to

me that to prefer reason to happiness is to be very sense-

less. How can this contradiction be explained ? Lite all

the others,—whereon there is a great deal to be said.
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T^ VERYBODY iu the province of Candaliar knows the
"^ story of young Rustem's adventures. He was the

only son of a mirza of that country, a title which is much
the same as that of marquis amongst us, or that of baron

in Germany. The Mirza, his father, had a competent for-

tune, and the youthful Rustem was to be married to a

young lady, a mirzasse of his own rank. Both families

passionately desired the match ; he was to be a comfort to

his parents, the source of happiness to his wife, and happy

himself in her society.

But unfortunately he had seen the Princess of Cashmere

at the fair of Cabul, which is the most important fair in

tlie world, and more frequented, beyond all comparison,

tlian those of Bassorah and of Astrakhan.

Now this was the reason why thf old Prince of Cash-

mere came to the fair, with his daughter. He had lost

the two rarest and most valuable of his possessions ; one

was a diamond as big as a man's thumb, on which

were engraved the features of his daughter, by an art

then known to the natives of India, but which has since

been lost; the other was a javelin which went of itself

wherever one wished it to go,—nothing very extraordinary

with us, but it was a great ciiriosity at Cashmere.'

' There is no city <>f that iiaiiie in the N'alo of Cashmere, aa Vol-

taire Heciiis to liavtt MUii)>uHod.
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A fakir in his Highness' service had stolen these trea-

sures and carried them to the Princess.

" Keep these two objects carefully," said he ;
" your fate

depends upon them."

Then he departed and was never seen again.

The Prince of Cashmere, in despair, determined to go

and see whether among all the merchants who resort to the

fair of Cabul from the four quarters of the globe there

might be one who had met with his diamond or this magic

weapon. He took his daughter with him wherever he

travelled, and she carried the diamond well concealed in

her girdle, but, as for the javelin, as she could not hide it

so well, she had carefully shut it up in her large Chinese

chest at Cashmere.

Rustem and she saw each other at Cabul, and fell in

love with all the sincerity of youth and all the warmth of

their climate. The Princess gave him her diamond as a

pledge of her affection, and Rustem at his departure pro-

mised to go and pay her a clandestine visit at Cashmere.

The young Mirza had two favourites, who served him as

secretaries, squires, stewards, and body-servants. One of

them was called Topaz ; he was a well made and handsome

fellow, as fair as a Circassian maiden, as pleasant and

()l)liging as an Armenian, and as prudent as a Parsee.

The name of the other was Ebony ; he was a very nice-

looking negro, more clever and enterprising than Topaz,

and one who found nothing too difficult. To them Rustem

(ommunicat<'<l his inU^ntion of taking a journey. Topaz

trii'd to persiiade him therefrom with the cautious zeal of

a servant who did not wish to displease his master, and set

liffore him all the dangers that he would incur. How
could ho leave two families in despair? How could he

tlirust a kuilr into his parents' htvirls? H»> shook Rus-

t«'fn's resolutiou; but El>()ny confirmed it, and nMiiovoil all

his scrupluH.
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The young man -wanted money for so long a journey;

the prudent Topaz would not have helped him to borrow

any, but Ebony provided him with plenty. He cleverly

took his master's diamond, had a false one made just Uke
it, which he put in its place, and pawned the genuine one

t o an Armenian for some thousands of rupees.

When the young Mirza had his rupees, all was ready

for departure. An elephant was loaded with his baggage,

and he and his party mounted their horses. Topaz said

to his master

:

" I took the liberty of remonstrating against your enter-

prize, but, having done so, it is my duty to obey ; I am
devoted to your service, I love you, and will follow you to

the end of the earth ; but let us consult on our way the

oracle which is at a distance of two parasangs ' from this

place."

Rustem consented, and the oracle delivered this reply:
—" If you go to the east, you will be at the west." Rustem
could make nothing of this reply. Topaz maintained that

it boded no good. Ebony, always accommodating, per-

suaded him that it was highly favourable.

There was yet another oracle in Cabul, and thither they

also went. The oracle of Cabul answered them in these

words :
" If you possess, you will nut possess, if you are a

conqueror, yon will not prevail; if you .are Rustem, you

will not be he." This utterance appeared more unintel-

ligible even than the other.

" Take heed to yourself," said Topaz.

" PVar nothing," said Ebony; and that servant, as one

may well lu'lievc, was always right in his master's eyes,

Hattcring as he did his passion and his hopes.

On setting out from Cabul, they marched throuLrh a vast

forest, where they sat down on the grass to refresh theni-

' A I'crsiaii inoasure of tlistancc, cqnal to nearly four Kii^'Iish

miles.
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selves, letting their horses gi-aze. They were preparing to

unload the elephant which carried the dinner service, when
they perceived that Topaz and Ebony were no longer with

the little caravan. They called them till the forest re-echoed

with the names of Ebony and of Topaz. They sought for

them in all dii'ections, and filled the forest with their

shouts ; but they came back without having seen anything

of them, or any answer having been returned.

" We saw nothing but a vulture," said they to Rustem,
" which was fighting with an eagle, and tearing out all its

feathers."

The account of this conflict excited Rustem's curiosity,

he went on foot to the spot, he perceived neither vulture

nor eagle, but he saw his elephant, still heavily laden with

his baggage, attacked by a huge rhinoceros which charged

with its horn, while the elephant defended itself with its

trunk. The rhinoceros relinquished the contest on seeing

Rustem ; his elephant was led back, but nothing more was

seen of the horses.

'* Strange things happen to tmvellers in the forests,"

cried Rustem.

The attendants were in a state of consteniation, and
their master was in desj)air at having lost at once his

horses, his dear negro, and the prudent Topaz, for whom
he always had an affection, though his opinions were never

the same as his own.

He was cuusuling liimself with the hope that ho should

Boon be at the feet of tlio lovely ]»rinces8 of Cashmere,

when he met a large striped ass, which a stout and formi-

dable rustic was belabouring soundly with a stick. There

is no animal so rare and beautiful, none so light of foot as

asses of this sort. The ass rcsj.onded to the boor's vigorous

Idows with kicks wliich iniLcht have uprooted an oak tree.

The Mirzd, as was natural, took the part of the ass, which

was a cliaruiing creatunv The couutiyniau went off, say-
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iug to tlie ass :
—" I will pay vou out for this." The ass

thanked its deliverer in its own language, drawing near,

allowing itself to be stroked, and returning Rustein's

caresses. After dinner, he mounted the animal, and took

the road to Cashmere with his servants, who followed him,

some on foot, and others riding on the elephant.

Scarcely had he seated himself on his ass, when it tnrned

towards Cabul, instead of following the road to Cashmere.

In vain did its master tui'n the bridle, jerk it, press with

his knees, ap])ly the spurs, alternately slacken and pull the

bridle, whipping it now on the right and now on the

left, the obstinate animal kept running in the direction of

Cabul.

Rustem, sweating with his exertions, was losing all hoj^e

of mastery, when he met a camel merchant, who said to

him:
" Master, you have a very stubborn ass there which

seems to be taking you where you do not want to go ; if

you will give it up to me, I will let you choose four of mv
camels instead."

Rustem thanked Providence for having put it into his

power to make so good a bargain.

" Topaz was very far wrong," said he, " in telling me
that my journey would be unfortunate."

He mounts the finest of the camels, and the three others

follow him ; he rejoins his caravan, and sees himself on

the high road to happiness.

Hardly had he proceeded four parasangs when his further

])rogre88 was stayed by a deep torrent, wide and boisterous,

which rolh'<l rocks along, and whitened them with foam.

Th«' banks on either side were frightfid jirecijiices, tliat

made the eye giddy and froze the blood in one's veins.

There were no mr-ans of crossing, none of goiug fo tlie

right or to tlie left.

"1 l)egin to be afraid," said Rustem, "tliat Tojkiz was
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justified in disapproving of my journey, and that I was

quite wrong iu undertaking it ; still, if he were here, he

would not refuse to give me some good advice. If I had

Ebony, he would encourage me, and find a way out of this

difficulty ; hut I have neither one nor the other."

His perplexity was increased by the consternation of his

party ; the night was dark and they passed it in lamenta-

tions. At last fatigue and exhaustion brought sleep to the

amorous traveller ; and when he awoke at daybreak, he saw

a beautiful marble bridge raised above the torrent from

one side to the other.

There were exclamations of astonishment and cries

of joy:—"Is it possible? Is this a dream? What a

miracle ! Wliat a work of enchantment !—Shall we ven-

ture to cross ? " All the comi)auy fell on their knees, rose,

and went to the bridge, kissed the ground, looked up to

heaven, spread forth their hands, placed their tremblinc:

feet upon the bridge, went forward, came back, and fell

into ecstasies of wonder. Rustem said :

" For once Heaven is on my side, Topaz did not know
what he was saying, the oracles were iu my favour. Ebony
was right ; but why is he not here?"

Scarcely had the party reached the other side of the

torrent, wlien lo and l)ehold, the bridge sank iuto the water

with a frightful crash.

" So much the better ! So much the better
!

" cried

Ilustcm ;
" Heaven l)e blessed ! God be i)niisod, whose

will it is that I should not return to my own country,

where I should have been a simple nobleman ; whose will

it is that I sliould marry her whom I love ! I shall be

Prince of Cashmere. So it is that in poHHeKKiiKj my mis-

trcHH, / n/uill not jiotiHcus uiy petty j)eerage at Canilahar ; /

k/kiII he Rustem, and I shall not be he, since I shall become

a great jjrinee. Thus tlien a large part of the oracle is-

clearly exi>lained iu my favour; tlie rest will bo fulfilled
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in the same manner, I am only too happy,—but why is

Ebony not at my side? I regret him a thousand times

more than Topaz."

He advanced a few parasangs more with the utmost

alacrity, but, as the day drew towards its close, a range of

mountains all around steeper than a rampart, and higher

than the tower of Babel would have been, if it had been

finished, completely barred the way, and filled the travel-

lers with fear.

They all exclaimed

:

" It is the will of God that we should perish here ! He
lias broken down the bridge only that he may take away

from us all hope of return ; He has raised up these moun-

tains only to deprive us of all possibility of advance. O
Rustem ! O unhappy Mirza ! we shall never see Cashmere

!

we shall never re-enter the land of Candahar !

"

The most poignant grief and the most crushing despair

succeeded in Rustem's soul to the excessive joy which

lie had felt, to the hopes with which he had been intoxi-

cated. He was very far now from interpreting the oracles

to his own advantage.

" Gracious Heaven ! God of my fathers !
" he cried,

" Have I indeed lost my friend Topaz ?
"

As be pionounced the words, with deep-drawn sighs and

floods of tears, surrounded by his despondent followers,

suddenly the base of the mountain opened, and a long

vaulted gallery, lighted by a hundred thousand torches,

presented itself to their dazzled eyes. Rustem utt<'red an

exclamation of surprise, -.vliile his people threw themselves

ujH)n their knees, and, falling backwards in their astonish-

iiitMit, .shouted—"A miracle!" and said :

" Ru8t«'m is the favourite of Vishnu, the well beloved of

I'ralima; he will l>e maKt<,'r of the world."

Husteni believed it all, he was in raptures, and uplifted

In-yond measure.
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" Oh ! Ebony, my dear Ebony ! wliere a?re you ? why are

you not a witness of all these wonders ?—How is it that I

have lost you ? Fair Princess of Cashmere, when shall I

look upon your charms again ?
"

He advances with his train of attendants, his elephant,

and his camels, into the vaulted passage under the moun-
tains, at the further end of which he enters a meadow,

enamelled with flowers and bordered by brooks. Beyond

the meadow are avenues of trees which are lost to sight in

the distance, and, after traversing these avenues, they

come upon a river, along the banks of which stand a thou-

sand pleasure houses with channing gardens. He every-

where hears concerts of vocal and instrumental music, and

sees dancing going on. He hastens to cross ODe of the

bridges over the river, and asks the first man he meets

what is the name of this beautiful country.

The person whom he addressed replied as follows

:

" You are in the province of Cashmere, and the inhabi-

tants, as you see, are feasting and rejoicing ; we are cele-

brating the nuptials of our beautiful Princess, who is going

to be married to the lord Bababou, to whom her father

has Ix'trothed her. May Heaven make their happiness

la.sting !

"

On hearing these words Rustem fell down in a swoon,

and the nobleman of Caslimere, thinking he must be in

a fit, had him carried into his own house, where he

remained a long while insensible. Tlie two most skilful

physicians in the neighbourhood were sent for and felt

the j)atiL'nt*s jiuIkc, who, having recovered a little from the

shock, Hobl)ed vioU-ntly, roUrd his eyes, and cried out from

time to time

:

" Topaz ! Topaz ! you were riglit after all !

"

One of the i)hyHician8 said to the nobleman of Cashmere

:

" T perceive from this young man's aeeent that lie comes

from Candahar; the air of this country disagrees with him
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and he must be sent home again ; I see insanity in his eyes
;

leave him to me, I will take him back to his own country,

and cure him."

The other physician asserted that grief was his only

malady, that he ought to be taken to the wedding of the

princess, and persuaded to dance. Whilst they were in

consultation the invalid recovered his strength ; so the two

physicians were sent away, and Kustem remained alone

with his host.

"My lord," said he, "1 ask your pardon for having

fainted in your presence, I know that it is not a polite thing

to do. I beg that you will be pleased to accept my ele-

phant as a token of gratitude for the kindness you have

shown me."

He then related to him all his adventures, taking good

care, however, to say nothing about the object of his journey.

" But in the name of Vishnu and Brahma," said he,

" inform me who is this lucky Bababou, who is to marry

the Princess of Cashmere. "Why has her father chosen him
for his son-in-law, and why has the Princess accepted him
as her husljand ?

"

"My lord," returned the nobleman of Cashmere, "the

Princess has not accepted Bababou at all ; on the contrary,

she is in tears, whilst all the province is celebrating her

marriage with delight. She has shut herself up in the

tower of her palace, unwilling to witness any of the fes-

tivities that are being held in her honour."

Rustem, on hearing these words, felt his soul revive ;

tlie bloom of his comj)lexioii, which anguish had bliglitet-l,

api)eared once more upon his countenance.

"Tell me, I entreat you," he continued, "why tin-

Prince of Cashmere is so obstinately bent upon giving

liis daughter to this Bababou, for whom she has sucli a

dislike."

"These are the facts of the case," answered tlie noble-
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man. " Are you aware that our august Prince has lost a

big diamoud and a javelin which he prized exceedingly ?
"

" Ah, yes ! I am well aware of it," said Eustem.

"Know then," said his host, "that our Prince, in de-

spair at receiving no news of either of his treasures, after

having instituted a long seaix-h for them all over the earth,

promised his daughter's hand to any one who should bring

one or the other back to him. A certain lord Bababou

presented himself one day, with the diamond in his pos-

session, and so he is to marry the Princess to-morrow."

Rustem turned pale, stammered out a compliment or

two, and took leave of his host. He rode at full speed on

his dromedary to the capital, where the ceremony was to

take place. When he arrived at the Prince's palace, he

said that he had matters of importance to communicate to

him, and craved an audience. The answer he received was

that the Prince was engaged in making preparations for

the wedding.
" It is on that very subject," said he, " that I wish to

speak to him."

He was so urgent that at last he was admitted.

" Sire," said he, " may Heaven crown all your days with

glory and magnificence ! Your son-in-law is a knave."

'* What? A knave! How dare you say so? Is that

the way to speak to a Sovereign of Cashmere about the son-

in-law of his choice ?
"

" Yes, I say a knave," re^wated Rustem; "and, to prove

it to Your Highness, here is your diamond, which I bring

back to you."

The Prince in uttiT astonishment, compared the two

diamonds, and, as lie was not a good judge of precious

.slones. he could not tell which was the genuine one.

"Here are two diamonds," said he, "and I have only

one daughter; what an embarrassing jiositiou to be in!
"

He sent for Babal)ou, and asked him if Ije had not im-
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posed upon him. Bababou swore that he had purchased

his diamond from an Armenian ; the other did not say

from whom he got his, but he proposed an expedient for

deciding between them, which was that it might please

His Highness to order him to engage immediately in single

combat with his rival.

" It is not enough for your son-in-law to give a diamond,"

said he ; "he must also give proofs of valour. Do you not

tliink it would be a good arrangement that the one who
kills the other should marry the Princess?

"

" Very good," answered the Prince ;
" it will afford a

fine spectacle for the Court. Contend together you two

without loss of time ; the victor shall take the arms of the

vanquished, according to the custom of Cashmere, and he

shall also wed my daughter."

The two claimants forthwith stepped down into the

rourtyard. A magpie and a raven were perched at the

lit-ad of the stairs. The raven croaked out: "Fight!

Fight!" The magpie screamed: "Don't fight! Don't

tight! " This made the Prince laugh, but the two rivals

scarcely noticed it. They began the combat, while all the

courtiers formed a ring round them,

The Princess, still kcopiug herself shut up in her tower,

would not witness the spectacle ; she had not the faintest

Bnsi>iciou that her lover was at Cashmere, and she had such

a horror of Bababou, that she was determined to see nothing.

The combat passed off capitally ; Bababou was slain on

the spot, and the people were delighted thereat, for he was

ugly and Rusttnu was remarkably handsome, a circum-

stance whicli nearly always decides the favour of the public.

The victor donned the coat of mail, the scarf, aud the

helmet of (he vanquished, and, followed by all the Court,

and amidst a flourish of trumju'ts presented himself under

liis lady's windows. The whole company cried out as with

one voice

:
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" Beautiful Princess, come and behold your handsome
husband who has killed his hideous rival !

"

As her women repeated the words, the Princess unfortu-

nately put her head out of the window, and, seeing the

armour of the man whom she detested, ran in a state of

desperation to her Chinese chest, drew forth the fatal

javelin, which darted at her beloved Rustem and pierced

him in spite of his corselet. He uttered a loud cry, and

the Princess, hearing it, thought that she recognised the

voice of her unhappy lover.

She runs down, her hair streaming over her shoulders,

with a mortal terror alike in her eyes and in her heart.

Rustem had already fallen, covered with blood, into her

father's arms. She sees him—Oh, what a moment ! What
a sight ! What words can express the pain, the tenderness,

the horror of that recognition !—She flings herself upon his

prostrate form, and clasps him in her arms

:

" Take," said she, "these the first kisses and the last of

your mistress and your murderess !

"

She withdraws the weapon from the wound, plunges it

into her own heart, and dies upon the body of the lover

whom she adores. Her father, horrified, dismayed, and

feeling ready to die like her, strives in vain to recall her to

life—She had ceased to breathe ! He ciu-ses that fatal

dart, and breaks it to pieces, then casts far from him the

two ill-omoned diamonds, and, whilst ]M-('j)arations ai'e

being made for liis daughter's funeral instead of her

wt'dding, he gives command for Rustem to he carried

into his palace, who, though bleeding, had still a spark of

life.

After he liad been carried to bed, the first object that

mec'ts his eyes is Topaz on one side of the bed of death,

and Ebony on the other. His surprise gives him back a

Httle Htn'ngth :

" Ah ! cruel men !
" said he, " WTiy did you desert me ?

f
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rercliance the Princess might yet be living, if you had

lieen beside unhappy Rustem !

"

" I have not deserted you for a single moment," said

Topaz.
'' I have been constantly beside you," said Ebony.
'• Ah ! What is it you say ? Why mock my last moments? "

—said Rustem in a feeble voice.

" You may believe what I say," answered Tojiaz ;
" you

know that I never approved of this fatal journey, the

dreadful consequences of which I foresaw. I was the

( ;i;,''le which fought with the vulture, and was despoiled

' if its feathers ; I was the elephant which carried off the

baggage, in order to force you to return to your own
("untry; I was the striped ass which tried to take you

back against your will to your father's house ; it was I who
li 1 your horses astray; it was I who made the torrent

which hindered your passage ; I too it was who raised up

tlie mountain which shut up against you a road so dis-

astrous; I was the physician who recommended for you

your native air; I was the magpie which screamed out

to you not to fight
—

"

" And I," said Ebony, " was the vulture which stripped

the eagle of its feathers, the rhinoceros which charged the

elephant a hundred times with its horn, tlie boor who was

beating the strii)ed ass, the uierchant who gave the camels

to speed you io your destrnction ; I it was who built the

bridge over which you went ; I it was who excavated the

tunnel which you traversed ; I was the ])hysician who en-

couraged YOU to proceed, the raven that croaked out to you

to fight
—

"

"Alas! rememljer the oracles," said Topaz : "'1/ you

gn to the east, you will he at the west.''
"

" Yes," saiil Ebony, " for here the dead are buried \\\{\\

faces tum«'d to the west : the orach" was clear enougli. li< w
was it that you failed to understand it? You have pos-
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sessed, and you possessed not ; for you had the diamond,

but it was a false one, without your knowing it. You are

a conqueror, and yet you die
;
you are Rustem, and ai'e

ceasing to be he. All has been fulfilled."

As he spoke thus, four white wings covered the body of

Topaz, and four black wings that of Ebony.
" What do I see ? " cried Rustem.

Topaz and Ebony answered together:

" You see your two genii."

" sirs !
" said the unhappy Rustem, " what reason had

you for meddling in my affairs ? and why should there be

two genii for one poor man ?
"

" It is the law," said Topaz ;
" every man has his two

genii. It was Plato who first said it, and others have

repeated it after him. You see that nothing can be more

true ; I, who am now speaking to you, am your good

genius, and my charge was to keep watch close beside you

till tlu' last moment of your life. I have faithfully acquitted

myself of that task."

" But," said the dying man, " if your business was to

serve me, I must be of a nature far superior to your own.

How then do you daro to say that yo\i are my good genius,

when you have suffered me to be deceived in everything

that I have undertaken, leaving me at last to die, and my
mistress too, in this miserable plight ?

"

" Ahis! it was your destiny," said Topaz.
" If it isdfstiiiv thatiloos everything," continued thodying

man, " what is tlie good of haviuga genius? Andyou, E])ony,

with your four bhick wings, are, I suppose, my evil genius?
"

" Voii say right," ausw«'red P]bony.

"Were you then the evil genius of my jtrincoss also ?
"

'* No, slu' had one of her own, and 1 have backed him up

most succeHsfully."

" Ah ! accursed Ebony, if you are so wicked, yo»i cannot

belong to the same master as Topaz
;
you and he have
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' been created by two different powers, one of which is of a

t good, and the other of a wicked disposition."

" That does not necessarily follow," said Ebony, " but

the subject is one of great difficulty."

" It is impossible," pursued Rustem, almost at the last

i^asp, " for a benevolent Being to have made a genius so

malign."

" Possible, or impossible," replied Ebony, " the truth is

as I tell you."

" Alas !
" said Topaz, " my poor friend, do you not see

that this villain has still the malice to make you argue, in

order to inflame your blood and hasten the hour of your

<lcathr"

" Go ; I am hardly better pleased with you than with

him," said the dejected Rustem ; "he at least confesses that

he wished to work me evil, whereas you, who pretended to

protect me, have done me no good service whatever."
" I am very sorry for it," said the good genius.

" And so am I," said the dying man ;
" There is some-

thing at the bottom of all this that I do not understand."
" No more do I," said the poor genius.

" I shall know all about it in a moment," said Rustem.
" We shall see," said Topaz.

Thereupon the whole scene vanished and Rustem found
himself once more in his father's house, which he had never

quitted, and in his bed, wherein he had been asleep for an

hour.

He awoke witli a start, in a cold sweat, and quite bewil-

dered ; he ]>inched himself, he called, he cried aloud, and
rang his Iwll. His servant Topaz quickly made his apjvar-

ancc in his nightcaj), yawning and stretching himself.

" Am I dead or am I alive ? " exclaimed Rustem. " Will

tlu' l)oautiful Princess of Cashmere ever rect)ver ?
"

" Is my master dreaming?" siid Topaz, with a shrug of

tin- shoulders.
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" Ah !
" cried Rustem, " what is become of that bavLa-

rous Ebouy, with his four black wings ? He is the cause

of my dying a death so cruel."

" My lord, I left him snoring upstairs. Shall I tell him

to come down ?
"

" The scoundrel ! He has been tormenting me for six

months without intermission ; it was he who took me to

that fatal fair of Cabul ; it was he who stole the diamond

which the Princess had given me ; he alone is responsible

for my journey, the death of my Princess, and the javelin

wound which has cut me off in the prime of youth."

" You need not distress yourself," said Topaz ;
" you

were never at Cabul, and thei'e is no Princess of Cash-

mere ; her father has never had any children except two

bovs, who are now at school. You have never had a

diamond ; the Princess cannot be dead, since she never

was born, and you yourself are in perfect health."

" What ! Can you deny that you saw me dying in the

Prince of Cashmere's bed ? Did you not tell me, that in

order to guard me from a multitude of calamities, you

became in succession an eagle, an elephant, a strij)ed ass,

a physician, and a magpie ?
"

" My lord, you have dreamed all this. Our ideas are no

more subject to our own control when we are asleep than

when we are awake. It is the will of Heaven that this

train of thoughts should have passed through your mind,

in order to give you, as it would seem, some instruction

from whirh you may dt-rive ])rofit."

" You are trilling with me," replied Ruslem. " How
long have I slept ?

"

" My lord, you have not been asleep more than an hour."

" Wliat, you jK'stilent ])rater ! Would you have me
Ix'lievc that in tlie course of a single hour I could have

bfcu at tlie fair of Cabul six mouths ago, that I could have

returned home, have taken a journey to Cashmere, and



THE BLACK AND THE "V^^niTE. 367

all of US Lave been killed,—Bababou, the Princess, and
myself?"

" My lord, there is nothing easier or more a matter of

course, and you might actually have travelled all round the

world, and met with many more adventures than you have

had, in much less time.

*' Is it not a fact that you can read in the course of an hour

the summary of the history of Persia, written by Zoroaster ?

Yet that summary embraces eight hundred thousand years.

All those events pass before your eyes, one after the other,

in an hour. Then you must admit that it is as easy for

Brahma to compress them all within the limits of an hour

as to extend them over the space of eight hundred thousand

years ; it comes to very much the same thing. Represent

to yourself time as turning on a wheel the diameter of

which is infinite ; under this immense wheel is an innume-

rable multitude of other wheels, one within another ; the

central wheel is invisible, and makes an infinite num-
ber of turns in precisely the same time as the great wheel

takes to accomplish a single revolution. It is evident that

all the events from the beginning of the world to its end
might take place, one after the other, in far less time than

the hundred thousandth part of a second, and it may even

be asserted that such is actually the case."

" I under.staud nothing of all this," said Rustem.

"I have a parrot," said Topaz, "which will, if you like,

make you comprehend it all without any difficulty. It wa^
hatched some time before the Flood, and was preserved in

the Ark ; it has seen a great deal, yet it is no more than a

' • ar and a half old. It will tell you its history, which is

•viremely interesting."

" Go, make haste and feteh your parn>t," said Rus-
! 111. " It will serve to amuse me until I can fall asleeji

'.un.

" My sister, the nun, has it," rephed Topaz ;
" I will go
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and fetch it. You will be very pleased witli it, I think

;

it has a good memory, tells its story simply, without try-

ing to show off its wit at ever}' turn, and without any beat-

ing about the bush."

" So much the better," said Rustem ;
" that is how I like

to hear stories told."

The parrot was brought to him and spoke as follows

:

[N.B. Miss Catherine Vade has never been able to find

the parrot's history among the pajiers of her cousin, the

late Anthony Vade, author of this tale. It is a great pity„

considering the age in which the parrot lived.]

I



JEANNOT AND COLIN

(1764.)

D D

A





I
JEAXNOT AND COLIN.

(17G4.)

IV TANY trustworthy porsons have seen Jeannot aud
-^^-*- Colin when they went to school at Issoire in Auvergne,

a town famous all over the world for its college and its

kettles. Jeannot was the son of a dealer in mules, a man
of considerable reputation ; Colin owed his existence to a

worthy husbandman who dwelt in the outskirts of the

town, and cultivated his farm with the help of four mules,

and who, after paying tolls and tallage, scutage and salt

duty, poundage, poll-tax, and tithes, did not find himself

jiarticularly well off at the end of the year.

Jeannot and Colin were very handsome lads for natives

of Auvergne; they were much attached to each other, and

had little secrets together aud private understandings,

such as old comrades always recall with pleasure when
they afterwards moot in a wider world.

Tlioir schooldays were drawing near their end, when a

tailor one day brought Jeannot a velvet coat of three

colours with a waistcoat of Lyons silk to match in excellent

te; this suit of clothes was accompanied by a letter

.. idressed to Monsieur do La Jeaunoticre. Colin admired

the coat, and was not at all jealous ; but Jeannot assumed

an air of superiority which distressed CV)lin. From that

moment Jeannot paid no more lieed to his lessons, but was
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always looking at his reflection in the glass, and despised

everybody but himself. Some time afterwards a footman

arrived post-haste, bringing a second letter, addressed this

time to His Lordship the Marquis de La Jeannotiere ; it

contained an order from his father for the young noble-

man, his son, to be sent to Paris. As Jeannot mounted

the chaise to drive off, he stretched out his hand to Colin

with a patronising smile befitting his rank. Colin felt his

own insignifica.nce, and wept. So Jeannot departed in all

his glory.

Readers who like to know all about things may be in-

formed that Monsieur Jeannot, the father, had rapidly

gained immense wealth in business. You ask how those

great fortunes are made ? It all depends upon luck.

Monsieur Jeannotiere had a comely person, and so had his

wife ; moreover her complexion was fresh and blooming.

They had gone to Paris to prosecute a law-suit which was

ruining them, when Fortune, who lifts up and casts down

human beings at her pleasure, presented them with an

introduction to the wife of an army hospital contractor, a

man of great talent, who could boast of having killed more

soldiers in one year than the cannon had destroyed in ton.

Jeannot took the lady's fancy, and Jeannot's wife capti-

vated the gentleman. Jeannot soon became a partner

iin

the business, and entered into other speculations. When
one is in tlie current of the stream it is only necessary to

let oneself drift, and so an ininienso fortune may some-

nmes be made without any trouble. The beggars who

watch you from the bank, as you glide along in full sail,

ojien their eyes in astoiii.sliment ; they wonder how you

have managed to get on ; they envy you at all events, and

write |)amphlet8 against you which you never read. That

was wliat happened to Jeannot senior, who was soon styled

Monsii'ur de Tja Jeaunotirrc, and, after buying a nianjui-

b»te at the end of six nxouths, ho took the young nobleman
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his son away from school, to launch him into the fashion-

able world of Paris.

Colin, always affectionately disposed, wrote a kind letter

to his old schoolfellow in order to offer his congratulations.

The little marquis sent him no answer, which grieved

Colin sorely.

The first thing that his father and mother did for the

young gentleman was to get him a tutor. This tutor, who
was a man of distinguished manners and profound igno-

rance, could teach his pupil nothing. The marquis wished

his son to learn Latin, but the marchioness would not hear

of it. They consulted the opinion of a certain author who
had obtained considerable celebrity at that time from some

popular works which he had written. He was invited to

dinner, and the master of the house began by saying

:

" Sir, as you know Latin, and are conversant with the

manners of the Court "

" I, sir ! Latin ! I don't know a word of it," answered

the man of wit ;
" and it is just as well for me that I don't,

for one can speak one's own language better, when the

attention is not divided between it and foreign tongues.

Look at all our ladies ; they are far more charming in con-

versation than men, their letters are written with a hun-

dred times more grace of expression. Thoy owe that

superiority over us to nothing else but their ignorance of

Latin."

" There now ! Was I not right r " said the lady. "I want

my son to be a man of wit, and to make way in the world.

Tou see that if he were to learn Latin, it would be his

ruin. Tell me, if you please, are plays and operas per-

formed in Latin ? Are the proceedings in court conducted

in Latin, wlicn one has a lawsuit on hand ? Do people

make love in Latin ?
"

The marquis, confounded by these arguments, passed

Bent^mce, aivl it was decided that the young nol)lem;iu
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should not waste his time in studying Cicero, Horace, and
Virgil.

" But what is he to learn then ? For still, I suppose, he

will have to know something. Might he not be taught a

little geography ?
"

"What good will that do him?" answered the tutor.

" When my lord marquis goes to visit his country seat,

will not his postillions know the roads ? There will be no

fear of their going astray. One does not want a sextant in

order to travel, and it is quite possible to make a joumej
between Paris and Auvergne without knowing anything

about the latitude and longitude of either."

*' Very true," replied tlie father ;
" but I have heard

people speak of a noble science, which is, I think, called

astronomy."

" Bless my soul !
" rejoined the tutor. '• Do we regu-

late our behaviour in this world by the stars ? Why should

my lord marquis wear himself out in calcuLiting an echpse,

when he will find it predicted correctly to a second in the

almanac, which will moreover inform him of all the movable

feasts, the age of the moon, and that of all the princesses

in Europe ?
"

The marchioness was quite of the tutor's opinion, the

little marquis was in a state of the highest delight, and his

father was very undecided.

" What tlien is my son to be taught ? " said he.

" To make himself agreeable," answered the friend whom
they had consulted ;

*' for, if he knows the way to please,

he will know everything worth knowing ; it is an art which

he will learn from her ladysliip, his mother, without the

least trouble to either of them."

The marchioness, at these words, smiled graciously upon

the courtly ignoramus, and said :

"It Ih easy to see, sir, that yon iire a nu).st accomplished

geutleuiau ; my son will owe ;ill his education to you. I
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imagine, however, that it will not be a bad thing for him

to know a little history."

" Nay, madam,—what good would that do him ? " he

answered. " Assuredly the only entertaining and useful

history is that of the passing hour. All ancient histories,

as one of our clever writers ' has observed, are admitted to

be nothing but fables ; and for us moderns it is an inex-

tricable chaos. What does it matter to the young gentle-

man, your son, if Charlemagne instituted the twelve

Paladins of France, or if his successor'^ had an impediment

ill liis speech r
"

" Nothing was ever said more wisely !
" exclaimed the

tutor. " The minds of children are smothered under a

mass of useless knowledge ; but of all sciences that which

seems to mc the most absurd, and the one best adapted to

extinguish every spark of genius, is geometry. That

ridiculous science is concerned with surfaces, lines, and

points which have no existence in nature. In imagination

L hundred thousand curved lines may be made to pass

lietween a circle and a straight line which touches it,

although in reality yoii could not insert so much as a straw.

Geometry, indeed, is nothing more than a bad joke."

The marquis and his lady did not understand much of

the meaning of what the tutor was saying; but they were

|uite of his way of thinking.

" A nobleman like his lordship," he continued, " should

not dry up his brain with such unprofitable studies. If,

-^•)mo day, he should require one of those sublime geomo-

: licians to draw a plan of his estates, ho can havL' them

measured for his money. If he should wish to trace out

tlie antiquity of his lineage, which goes back to the most

rmote ages, all he will have to do will be to send for some

' Jtcrnanl Kontciiellc, who ilicd in tlio year 17.")7.

^ LouiH 1(! I'l'j^ue, t.c. tlu" Stiimmcrci\ \v;us tliinl in siicri'ssiou

1 1 Pin CliarloniiiL'ne.
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learned Benedictine. It is the same with all the other arts.

A young lord born under a lucky star is neither a painter,

nor a musician, nor an architect, nor a sculptor ; but he

may make all these arts flourish by encouraging them with

his generous approval. Doubtless it is much better to

patronise than to practise them. It will be quite enough if

my lord the young marquis has taste ; it is the part of

artists to work for him, and thus there is a great deal of

truth in the remark that people of quality (that is if they

are very rich) know everything without learning anything,

because, in point of fact and in the long run, they are

masters of all the knowledge which they can command and

pay for."

The agreeable ignoramus then took part again in the

conversatiou, and said

:

" You have well remarked, madam, that the great end of

man's existence is to succeed in society. Is it, forsooth,

any aid to the attainment of this success to have devoted

oneself to the sciences ? Does anyone ever think in select

company of talking about geometry ? Is a well-bred

gentleman ever asked what star rises to-day with the sun ?

Does anyone at the supper table ever want to know if

Clodion the Long Haired crossed the Rhine ?
"

" No, indeed !
" exclaimed the Marchioness de la Jean-

notiero, whose cliiirms had been her passport into the world

vi fashion ;
" and my sou must not stifle his genius by

studying all tliat trash. But, after all, what is he to ho

taught? For it is a good thing that a young lord should

Ix; able to shine when occasion offers, as my noble husband

has said. I remfinlMT once hearing an abbe remark that

the most ent«'rtaining science was something the name of

which I have forgott<^n— it begins with a B."

" With u 11, madam ? It was not botany, was it?
"

"No, it <;ert4iinly was not botany that ho mentioned; it

began, as I tell you, with a /), and ended in onri/."



JEAXNOT AND COLIX. 377

" Ah, madam, I understand !—It was blazonry or

heraldry. That is indeed a most profound science ; but it

has ceased to be fashionable since the custom has died out

of having one's coat of arms painted on the carriage doors

;

it was the most useful thing imaginable in a well-ordered

State. Besides, that line of study would be endless, for at

the present day there is not a barber who is without his

armorial bearings, and you know that whatever becomes

common loses its attraction."

Finally, after all the pros and cons of the different

sciences had been examined and discussed, it was decided

that the young marquis should learn dancing.

Dame Nature, who disposes everything at her own will

and pleasure, had given him a talent which soon developed

itself with prodigious success ; it was that of singing street

ballads in a charming style. His youthful grace accom-

j)auying this superlati^ e gift, caused him to be regarded as

a young man of the highest promise. He was a favourite

with the ladies, and, having his head crammed with songs,

he had no lack of mistresses to whom to address his

verses. He stole the line
—" Bacchus with the Loves at

play "—from one ballad, and made it rhyme with—" night

and day "—taken out of another, while a third furnished

him with "charms" and " alanns." But inasmuch as

there were always some feet more or less tlian were wanted

in his verses, he had them corrected at the rate of twenty

sovereigns a song. And " The Literary Year " placed him

in the same rank with such sonneteers as La Fare, Chaulieu,

HamiltA>n, Sarrasin, and Vuiture.

Her ladyship the marchioness then believed that she

was indeed the mother of a genius, and gave a supper to

all the wits of Paris. The young man's lit-ad was soon

turned ui>si(le down, lie ao(piired llie art of talking without

knowing the meaning of what he .said, and perfected himself

in tlie habit of being fit for nothing. When his father saw
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hiin so eloquent, lie keenly regretted tliat he had not had

jt him taught Latin, or he would have purchased some high

"^appointment for him in the Law. His mother, who was of

more heroic sentiments, took upon herself to sohcit a

(I regiment for her son; in the meantime he made love,

—

and love is sometimes more expensive than a regiment-

He squandered his money freely, while his parents drained

their purses and credit to a lower and lower ebb by living

in the grandest style.

A young widow of good position in their neighbourhood,

who had only a moderate income, was well enough dis-

posed to make some effort to prevent the great wealth of

the Marquis and Marchioness de La Jeannoticre from

going altogether, by marrying the young marquis and so

appropriating what remained. She enticed him to her

house, let him make love to her, allowed him to see that

she was not quite indifferent to him, led him on by degrees,

cnchantei] him, and made him her devoted slave without

the least difliculty. She would give him at one time com-

mendation and at another time counsel ; she became his

father and mother's best friend. An old neighbour pro-

posed marriage ; the parents, dazzled with the splendour

of the alliance, joyfully fell in with the scheme, and gave

their only son to their most intimate lady friend. The
young marquis was thus about to wed a woman whom he

adort'd, and by whom ho was beloved in return. The

frit-'uds of tlie family congratulated him, the mar-

riage settlement was on thi' jioint of being signed, the

l)ridal dress and the epithalaininm wore lioth well under

way.

One morning our young gentleman was on his knees

before the cliarmer wliom fond affection and esteem were

s( Hoon to make his own ; they were tasting in animated

and tcudor converse the first fruits of future liappiuess

;

thev Were settling how they sliould lead a life of p»'rfeet
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bliss, "when one of his lady mother's footmen presented

himself, scared out of his -^-its.

" Here's fine news which may surprise you !
" said he

;

" the bailiffs are in the house of my lord and lady, remov-

ing the furniture. All has been seized by the creditors.

They talk of personal arrest, and I am going to do what I

can to get my wages paid."

"Let us see what has happened," said the marquis,

*'and discover the meaning of all this."

" Yes," said the widow, " go and p\inish those rascals

—

go, quick !

"

He hurried homewards, he arrived at the house, his father

was already in prison, all the servants had fled, each in a dif-

ferent direction, carrying off whatever they could lay their

hands upon. His mother was alone, helpless, forloi-n, and
l)athed in tears; she had nothing left her but the remem-
brance of her former prosperity, her beauty, her faults,

and her foolish extravagance.

After the son had condoled with his mother for a long

liine, he said at last

:

" Let us not despair ; this young widow loves me to dis-

traction ; she is even more generous than she is wealthy, I

<an assure you, I will fly to her for succour, and bring her

to you."

So he returns to his mistress, and finds her conversing in

]>rivate with a fascinating young officer.

" What ! Is that you, my lord de La Jeannoti^re ? What
business have you with me ? How cau you leave your

mother by herself in this way ? Go, and stay with the

poor woman, and tell her that she shall always have my
good wialies. I am in want of a waiting-woman now, and
will ghully give her the preference."

'• My lad," Haid ihe oHirer, "you seem j)retty tall and
t raight ; if you wo\ild like to enter my company, I will

make it worth vour while to enlist."
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The marquis, stupefied witli astonishment, and secretly

enraged, went off in search of his former tutor, confided to

him all his troubles, and asked his advice. He proposed

that he shoiild become, like himself, a tutor of the young.
" Alas ! I know nothing

;
you have taught me nothing

whatever, and you are the primary cause of all my unhap-
piness." And as he spoke he began to sob.

"Write novels," said a wit who was present; " it is an
excellent resource to fall back upon at Paris."

The young man, in more desperate straits than ever,

hastened to the house of his mother's father-confessor ; he
was a Theatine monk of the very highest reputation, who
directed the souls of none but ladies of the first rank in

society. As soon as he saw him, the reverend gentleman

rushed to meet him.
" Good gracious ! My lord Marquis, where is your car-

riage ? How is your honoured mother, the Marchioness ?
"

The unfortunate young fellow related the disaster that

had befallen his family. As he explained the matter

further the Theatine ' assumed a graver air, one of less

concern and more self-importance.

" My son, herein you may see the hand of Providence

;

ridies serve only to corrupt the heart. The Almiglity has

shown special favour then to your mother in reducing her

to beggary. Yes, sir, so much the better !—she is now
sure of her salvation."

" But, father, in the meantime are there no means of

obtaining some succour in this world ?
"

*• Farewell, my son ! There is a lady of the Court wait-

ing for me."

Tl)e marquis felt ready to faint, lit- was treated after

much the same manner by all his friends, and learned to

know the world better in half a day than in all the rest uf

his life.

' Sfc |i. .309, iioti' 1.
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As he was plunged in overwhelming despair, he saw an

old-fashioned travelling chaise, more like a covered tumbril

than anything else, and furnished with leather curtains,

followed by four enormous waggons all heavily laden. In

the chaise was a young man in rustic attire ; his round and

rubicund face had an air of kindness and good temper.

His little wife, whose sunburnt countenance had a

pleasing if not a refined expression, was jolted about as

she sat beside him. The vehicle did not go quite so fast

as a dandy's chariot, the traveller had plenty of time to

look at the marquis, as he stood motionless, absorbed in

his grief.

" Oh ! good Heavens !
" he exclaimed ; "I believe that

is Jeannot there !

"

Hearing that name the marquis raised his eyes,—the

chaise stopped.

" 'Tis Jeannot himself ! Yes, it is Jeannot !

"

The plump little man with one leap sprang to the

ground, and ran to embrace his old companion. Jeannot

recognised Colin ; signs of sorrow and shame covered his

countenance.
" You have forsaken your old friend," said Colin ;

" but

be you as grand a lord as you like, I shall never cease to

love you."

Jeannot, confounded and cut to the heart, told him with

soV)s something of his history.

" Come into the inn where I am lodging, and tell me the

rest," said Colin ;
" kiss my little wife, and let us go and

dine together."

Thoy went, all three of them, on foot, and the baggage
folluwe<l.

" Wliat in the world is all this paraphernalia ? Does it

belong to you ?
"

" Yes, it 18 all mine and my wife's, we are just come
from the country. I am at the head of a hirgo tiu, iron,
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and copper factory, and have married the daughter of a

rich tradesman and general provider of all useful com-

modities for great folks and small. We work hard, and

God gives us his blessing. We are satisfied with our con-

dition in life, and are quite happy. We will help our

friend Jeannot—Give up being a marquis ; all the gran-

deur in the world is not equal in value to a good friend.

You will return with me into the country ; I will teach you

ray trade, it is not a difficult one to learn ; I will give you

a share in the business, and we will live together with light

hearts in that corner of the earth where we were born."

Jeannot, overcome by this kindness, felt himself divided

between sorrow and joy, tenderness and shame ; and he

said within himself

:

" All my fashionable friends have pi'oved false to me, and

Colin, whom I despised, is the only one who comes to my
succour. What a lesson !

"

Colin's generosity developed in Jeannot's heart the germ
of that good disposition which the world had not yet

choked. He felt that he could not desert his father and

mother.
" We will take care of your mother," said Colin ;

•' and

as for the good man your father, who is in prison,— 1

know something of business matters,—his creditors, when

they see that he has nothing more, will agree to a moderate

composition. I will see to all that myself."

Colin was as good as his word, and succeeded in effecting

tlie father's release from prison. Jeannot returned to his old

home with his parents, who resumed thfir former occupa-

tion. He married Colin's sist^^r, wh(\ being like her brotlier

in disposition, rendered her hu8V)aud very happy. And so

.Irannot tlie father, and Jeannottc the mother, and Jcamiol

fhf son cume to see that van ity i.s no true soui'ce ol'

)iap]>incB(i.
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THE CHILD OF NATURE.

A TRUE STORY, AS FOUND AMONG THE MANU-

SCRIPTS OF FATHER QUESNEL.'

(1767.)

CHAPTER I.

DESCRIBES HOW THE PRIOR OP OUR LADY OF THE MOUN-

TAIN AND HIS SISTER FELL IN WITH A HURON.

/^NE day SaintDunstan, an Irishman by nationality ^ and
^-^ a saint by profession, left Ireland on a small mountain,

w Inch was wafted towards the French coast, and arrived by

I hat mode of conveyance in the Bay of St. Malo. As soon

IS he had lauded, he bestowed his benediction upon tlie

mountain, which made a profovfnd courtesy, and then

ii'lurned to Ireland by the same way as it had come.

Dunstan foimded a little priory in that neighbourhood.

1 1 ^ave it the name of the Priory of the Mountain, whii-li

it still bears, as everybody knows.

On the evening of the fifteenth day of July, in the year

1080, the Abbe de Kerkabon, Prior of Our Lady of tlie

Mountain, was walking on the sea shore with Mademoisel e

' Tlic Father (iucHnel to whom Voltaire attributes "L'lngL'iiu"

w ill tin; .Jaii.seniHt author of " Keliexions nioraleH," condemned liy ;v

I'lipal l>nll.

' Tiic liiNUiricjil St. Dunstim was an Engli-iiiinun, horn a( or no;ii

(Jlastonbury in .Somersctsliire, U'25 A.U.

c c



386 Voltaire's tales.

p-de Kerkabon, his sistei', to take the air. The Prior, already

j

a little advanced iu years, was a very good clergyman,

I

beloved by his neighbours as he had formerly been by their

wives. AVhat had established his high reputation more than

anything else was the fact that he was the only beneficed

divine of that part of the country who did not require to

be carried to bed, after supping with his brethren of the

cloth. He had a very decent knowledge of theology

;

and, when he was tired of reading St. Augustine, he enter-

tained himself with Rabelais ; moreover, nobody had an ill

word to say of him.

Mademoiselle de Kerkabon. who had never been married,

thoughtliat was not for want of wishing it, had preserved

the freshness of her complexion to the age of five and forty

years. Her character was benevolent and sympathetic

;

\ she was fond of pleasure, no less than of devotion.

The Prior, as he cast his eyes over the sea, said to his sister

:

" A-las, it was here that our poor brother embarked with

our dear sister-in-law, Madame do Korkabon his wife, on

board the ' Swallow ' frigate in 1669, to go and serve in

Canada. If he had not been killed, we might be hoping to

see him again."

" Do you bcIieveA'—iiaid Mademoiselle—de KsirkaboUj^
*' that our sister-in-law was devoured by Iroquois Indians,

as we have heard ?
"

" It is quite certain that if she had not been eaten up,

she would have returned home. I shall mourn for her all

my life—she was a charming woman ; and our brother,

who was remarkably clever, would assuredly have risen to

a high ]>osition."

As l)olh of them were molted to U'ars at these tender

recolk'ctioiin, they saw a small v<>ssel enter the moutli of

the Ranee with the tide; it contained some Knglishmeu

who had come to sell certain produce of their country.

They leapt auhore, without taking any notice of tTic Prior
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or his sister, who was much shocked at this want of atten-

tion to herself.

This was not the case, however, with a very handsome

young man, who sprang forward ahead of his companions,

and found himself face to face with the lady. He saluted v^

her with an inclination of the head, not boing_ accustomed ^
t<s~mSLkmg a Bow. His figure and clothing attracted the

notice of the brother and sister. His head and his legs

were bare, his feet were shod witli low sandals, and down

his neck hung plaits of long hair; a tight-fitting jerkin

showed off to advantage his slim and lithe figure. He had

a martial mien, but not without a touch of mildness. He
held in one hand a small flask of Barbadoes water,* and in

the other a sort of bag in which he carried a goblet and

some excellent sea biscuit. He spoke French very intelli-

gibly, and offered his Barbadoes water to Mademoiselle

de Kerkabon and her brother ; he drank some of it with

tliem, he invited them to drink again, and all with an air so

simple and natural, that both brother and sister were

delighted with him. They asked how they could serve

liim, who he was, and where he was going. The young

man answered them that he had no idea, that he was incjuisi-

tive and wished to see what the shores of France were like, '^

he had come and was going to return.

His Reverence the Prior, judging fi'om his accent that

li'- was not an Englishman, took the liberty of inquiring to

wliat country ho belonged.

" I am a Huron," rejilied the young man.

Mademoiselle de Kerkabon, surprised and enchanted to >r

«eo a Huron with such polite manners, invited the young

t'llow to supper ; he did not require to be asked twice, and

all three went together to the Priory of Our Lady of the

the ^Iouutaiu.

' A kind ij{ nun.

I
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The plump little woman gazed at the stranger with all

her eyes, which were not very large even when wide open,

and whispered to the Prior every now and again

:

" This tall lad beside us has a colour like that of the

lily and the rose !—What a fair skin he has for a Huron !

"

" Very true, sister," said the Prior.

She showered a hundred questions upon the traveller in

V' quick succession, and he always answered her with great

good sense.

The rumour soon spread that there was a Huron staying

at the Priory. Those who belonged to the best society in

the neighbourhood were eager to go and sup there. The
Abbe de Saint-Yves came with Ids sister, a beauty of

Lower Brittany, young and very well educated. The magis-

trate of the district, the receiver of taxes, and their wives

were also at supper. The stranger was placed between

Mademoiselle de Kerkabon and Mademoiselle de Saint-

Yves. Everybody looked at him with admiration, every-

body spoke to him and questioned him at once ; but the

Huron was not in the least disconcerted, it seemed as if he

had taken for his motto that of Lord Bolingbroke : Nil

(idmirari} But at last, unable to stand so much noise,

he said with a good natured smile, but also with some

decision

:

" Gentlemen, in my country we are in the habit of speak-

ing one after another ; \u)\\ do you expect me to answen

you, when you prevent me from hearing what you say?"

The voice of reason always brings people to their senses at|

least for some moments, and a dead silence ensued, ^he
mjigiHfrato, who always regarded strangers as his peculiar

projicrty, in whatever house he happened to find himself,

and who was famous as an interrogator all over the pro-

vince, opened his mouth about half a foot wide and said :

' OriK'inally a maxim of tlio StoicH—" to let nothing di-sturb one's

equanimity." See Horace's Epistles, i. U, 1.
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" Wliat is your name, sir ?
"

" I have always been called ' the Unsophisticated Child

rif Nature,' " answered the Huron, " and this name of mine

was ratified in England, because I always say what I think

iu the most artless manner, and do whatever I like."

" Being born a Huron, how, sir, did you manage to get

to England r
"

" Because I was taken there ; I was made prisoner by

the English in a battle, after having defended myself

pretty stoutly ; and the English, who love bravery, because

they are brave themselves and as honourable as we are,

having proposed to restore me to my kinsfolk or to take

me with them to England, I accepted the latter offer,

because from my natural disposition I am passionately foud

of seeing new countries."

" But, sir," said the magistrate, in his most imposing

tone, " how could you desert your father and mother in

that way ?
"

" Because neither father nor mother were ever known to

me," said the stranger.

The company were moved with compassion, and every-

body repeated

:

" Neither father nor mother !

"

" We will supply their place," said the mistress of the

li'juse to her brother the Prior. " How interesting this

Huron gentleman is, to be sure !

"

The Unsophisticated thanked her with generous cordi-

ality, and gave her to understand that he needed nothing.

" I perceive, Mr. Unsojihisticated," said the grave magis-

t rate, " that your French is better than could be expected

1 idin a Huruu."
" A Frenchman," he replied, " whom we had captured,

and with whom I formed a warm friendship, taught me
his language when I was very young, in my own country ;

1 learn very ipiickly what I wish to learn. On arriving at



390 Voltaire's tales.

Plymouth, I met with one of your French refugees, whom
you call Huguenots, why I know not. Under his instruc-

tion I made further progress in the knowledge of your

tongue ; and, now that I can express myself intelhgibly, I

am come to see your country, for I like French people very

much—when they don't ask too many questions."

The Abbe de Saint-Yves, in spite of this little hint,

inquired which of the three languages he liked best, his

own native tongue, English, or French.
" My own, undoubtedly," answered the Child of Nature.
" Is it possible ? " exclaimed Mademoiselle de Kerkabon.

"' I always thought that French was the most beautiful of

all languages, next to that of Lower Brittany."

Then a rivalry arose as to who should ask the Un-
sophisticated how the Hurons called different things, such

as what name they gave to "tobacco," to which he answered

taya

;

' how they expressed " to eat," and he answered

essenten. Mademoiselle de Kerkabon insisted upon know-

ing what they said for " to make love
;

" he replied trovander,

and maintained, not without some show of reason, that

those words were quite as good as their French and English

eq I livalents. Trovander especially seemed to all the company
a very i)retty expression.

Tlic Prior, who had in his library a Huron grammar,

which had been given him by the Reverend Father Sagar

TLcodat of the Reformed Franciscans, the famous mis-

sionary, left the table for a moment in order to go and

consult it. He returned quite out of breath with tender and

joyful emotion; he acknowledged ^he Unsophisticated as a

genuine Huron. A short discussion next arose on the mul-

tiplieity of languages, and there was a general agreement

lliiit, liad it not lu'en for what hai>i)ene(l at the Tower of

Bahel, all the world would have spoken French,

The question-loving magistrate, who had liitherto showu

' This. and those tlmt follow are gonuine Indian words.
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some distrust of the stranger, now began to feel towards^

him a profound respect, and addressed him more politely

than he had done before, upon what ground the Child of

Nature could not comprehend.

Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves evinced great curiosity to

know how the Hurons made love in their own country.

"By doing noble deeds," replied the youth, "to please

persons like yourself."

All the guests were astonished, and applauded so apt an

answer. Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves blushed, and was

very pleased. Mademoiselle de Kerkabon also blushed,

but was not quite so well pleased ; she was a little piqued

that the compliment had not been addressed to her, but

she was so good-natured that her liking for the Huron
underwent no alteration. She asked him, with kindly

interest, how many sweethearts he had had in his own
land.

" I have never had more than one," said the Unsophisti-

cated ;
" it was Miss Abacaba, my dear nurse's great friend

;

the reeds were not more straight, the ermine was not whiter,

lambs were not so mild, eagles not so proud, and the deer

were less fleet of foot than Miss Abacaba. One day she

was chasing a hare in our neighbourhood, about fifty

leagues from our settlement, when an Algonquin, an ill-

bred fellow who lived a hundred leagues farther from u.s,

came up and took the hare away from her. I heard of it,

ran to the place, knocked down the Algonquin with a blow

of my club, and brouj^'ht him to the feet of my mistress,

l)ound hand and foot. Ahacaba's relations wanted to cat

hini, but I never had much taste for such kinds of feasts.

I gave iitm back his liberty and made him my friend.

Abacabji was so touched by my conduet, that she jm'ferred

me to all her other suitors. She would liave loved nie still,

if shn ha<l not lijvd the uiiKfortune \o b«* devoure<l by a bear.

I had my revenge on the bear and wore its skin for a long
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time, Init somcliow that did not seem to give me much
consolation."

Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves, on hearing this narration,

felt a secret pleasure at learning that the Child of Nature

had never had more than one sweetheart, and that Abacaba

was no longer alive ; but she did not know the cause of her

pleasure. All the company fixed their eyes on the Un-
sophisticated, and he was highly commended for having

j)revented his comrades from eating up an Algonquin.

The inexorable magistrate, whose rage for asking ques-

tions was irrepressible, pushed his curiosity so far as to /

inquire to what religion the Huron gentleman belonged

;

whether he had chosen the Anglican, the Gallican, or the

Huguenot church.

" I am of my own religion, as you are of yours," said he.

" Alas !
" said the Prior's sister, " I see plainly that those

wretched English people have not even thought of baptizing

him."
" Good Heavens !

" said Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves
;

" how comes it tliat the Ilurons are not Catholics ? Have

not the Reverend Jesuit Fathers converted them all ?
"

The Unsophisticated assured her that in his coimtry no

one was ever converted, that a true Huron had never

changed his opinion, and that there was not even a term

in their language to signify " inconstancy." These last

words pleased Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves exceedingly.

"We'll ]>:ipti/.e him! Yes, we'll baptize him!" said

Madomoisi'llf de Kcrlcabon to the Prior; "you shall have

the honour of administ^^ring the rite, my dear bn)lher, and

I am determined to be hia godmother; the Abbe de Saiut-

VvcH shall present him at the font; it will be a most

brilbant (••rt'mony, and talked of all over T^ower Brittany,

moreover it will \xi an inliuite honour to us."

All the company 8uj)porte(l the mistress of the house,

exclaiming: " We'll liavo him baptizetl !

"
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The Unsopliisticated replied that in England people were

allowed to live according to their fancy ; he intimated that v

the proposal did not please him at all, andjthat the laws-of

the Hiironjjwere.aULeastAS good as tliose of_the people of/i^

Lower Brittany ; he ended by saying that he was going to

take his departure on the morrow. When his bottle of

Barbadoes water was quite finished, all the company retired

to bed.

After the Child of Nature had been conducted to his

chamber, Mademoiselle de Kerkabon and her friend Made-

moiselle de Saint-Yves could not help looking through the

key hole, to see how a Huron slept ; they saw that he had
spread the bed-clothes on the floor and was reposing in the

most graceful attitude imaginable.

CHAPTER II.

THE HURON, KNOWN AS THE UNSOPHISTICATED, IS RE-

COGNISED BY HIS RELATIONS.

' 1 ""HE Unsophisticated awoke, as he was accustomed to

* do, at cock-crow, which the English and the Hurons
call, " the bugle of the morn." He was not like those

people of fashion who lounge in a bed of idleness till the

sun has passed the middle of his course, who can neither

sleep nor get up, who lose so many precious hours in a state

between life and death, and who yet complain that life is

too short.

He had already traversed two or three leagues, and had

killed some thirty head of game, with bullets only, when

on his return he found the Prior of our Ijiidy of the Moun-

tain and iii.s discreet sister walking in their little garden,
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with nightcaps on their heads. He presented them with
all his spoils, and, drawing from his bosom a sort of little

talisman which he always wore round his neck, begged
them to accept it as some acknowledgment of their kind

hospitality.

" It is the most precious possession that I have," said

he. " I have been assured that I should be always happy
so long as I wore this little trinket ; and I give it to you
in order that you may always be happy."

The Prior and his sister smiled feelingly at the simplicity

of this Child of Nature ; the present consisted of two little

portraits, badly executed, and fastened together with a very

greasy string.

Mademoiselle de Kerkabon asked him if there were

artists among the Hurons.
" No," said the Unsophisticated ;

" this curiosity was
given me by my nurse. Her husband had obtained pos-

session of it by conquest, when stripping some Frenchmen
from Canada who had made war upon us. That is all I

know about it."

The Prior gazed attentively at the portraits ; he changed

colour, he was strongly moved, and his hands trembled.

"By our Lady of the Mountain," he exclaimed, "I
believe that these are the faces of my brother, the Captain,

and his wife !

"

His 8i.st<'r, after regarding them with no less emotion,

( ame to tlie same conclusion. Both of them were seized

with astonishment and joy, not uHnuxed with ])ain ; l^oth

were overcome, both shed tears, their hearts beat fast, they

^favo vont to little cries, and snatched the pictures out of

each other's haudH, taking them and giving them back

twt'iity times in a second; they devoured with their eyes

aliku the pictures and the Huron ; they asked one after

»iie other, and both together, whore, when, and how those

miniatures had fallen into his nurse's hands ;
they entered
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into comparisons, and calculated the time since the Captain's

departure ; they remembered having heard tidings that he

had advanced as far as the country of the Hurons, and

since that time they had never heard anything more of

him.

The Unsophisticated had told them that he had known
neither father nor mother. The Prior, who was a man of

intelligence, noticed that the young man had a little beard,

though he knew very well that the Hurons have none.

" His chin is covered with down, he is doubtless the soh

of some European. My brother and sister-in-law dis-

appeared altogether after the expedition against the Hurons

iu 1669—my nephew must have been an infant in arms

—

the Huron nurse saved his life, and supplied the place of a

mother."

Finally, after a hundred questions and answers, the

Prior and his sister came to the conclusion that the Huron
was their own nephew. They embraced him with tears,

and the Unsophisticated^ laughed, for how could he suppose

that a Huron was the nephew of a prior of Lower Brittany ?

All the company now came downstairs, and the Abbe de

Saint-Yves, who was a great physiognomist, compared the

two portraits with the countenance of the youth before him.

He very cleverly remarked that he had his mother's eyes,

while liis forehead and nose were those of the late Captain

(le Kerkabon, and his cheeks bore some likeness to both.

Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves, who had never seen either

th«> father or the mother, was positive that the Uusophisti-

1 ;it»'(l resembled them exactly. They all admired the ways

of Pnjvidence and the concatenation of events in this world.

At last everybody seemed so firmly [)ersuaded and convinced

of the young man's origin, that tUo Child of Nature wa«
himself content to be the Prior's nephew, saying that he

would as Soon have him for an uncle as anyone else.

All the party went to return thanks to God iu the church
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of Our Lady of the Mountain, except the Huron, who,

meanwhile, with an air of perfect indifference, amused

himself in the house drinking.

The Englishmen, who had brought him over and were

now ready to set sail, came to tell him that it was time to

start.

"Apparently," said he, "you have not discovered any

uncles and aunts. I shall remain here, while you return

to Plymouth ; I give you all my wearing apparel, for I no

longer need anything at all, since I am the nephew of a

prior."

The Englishmen accordingly sailed away, caring very

little whether the Unsophisticated had or had not found

relations in Lower Brittany.

After the uncle and aunt with their guests had sung a

Te Deum, after the magistrate had again overwhelmed the

Child of Nature with questions, and after they had ex-

hausted all the language that astonishment, joy, and

tenderness could promj)t, the Prior of the Mountain and

the Abbe de Saint-Yves determined to have the Unsophisti-

cated baptized as soon as possible. But a tall Huron,

twenty-two years of age, was not to be treated in the same

way as an infant which is regenerated without knowing

anything about it. He would have to imdergo a course

of instruction, and that seemed difhcult, for the Abbe de

Saiiit-Yves supposed that a man who was not born in

y France must l)e devoid of ordinary sense.

The Prior remarked to the company that even though

his nephew, the Unsophisticated, had not bad the ha])pi-

ness of being born in Lower Brittany, his intelligcnc^e ^ras

nou(^ the less on that account, as could be perceived from

all liis aiiHwerH, and that Nature had ccrtiiiiilj favoured

him higlilv as well on his father's as on his mother's side.

They asked him first if he had ever read any book. H(,'

vaid that he had read Rabelais translated into English,
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and some extracts from Shakespeare which he knew by

heart, that he had met with these books in the Captain's

cabin, on board the vessel which had brought him from

America to Plymouth, and that he had been very pleased

with them. The magistrate did not fail to examine him
yj'on these books.

"I confess," said the Unsophisticated, "that though I

thought I could fathom the meaning of some parts, others

were unintelligible to me."

The Abbe de Saint-Yves, on hearing this speech, reflected

that it was thus he himself had always read, and that most

people read in much the same way.

"You have no doubt read the Bible?" said he to the Huron.
" Not at all, reverend sir ; it was not among the Cap-

tain's books—^I have never even heard it mentioned."
" See what sort of people those execrable English are !

"

exclaimed Mademoiselle de Kerkabon ;
" they will care

more for a play of Shakespeare, a plum pudding, and a

Ijuttle of rum than for the five books of Moses ! They have

never converted a single soul in America. Assuredly they

are under the curse of heaven, and we shall take from

them Jamaica and Virginia before very long."

However that might be, the cleverest tailor in St.

Malo was sent for to fit out the Child of Nature from top

to toe. The party then broke up, and the Magistrate went

off to ply his questions elsewhere. Mademoiselle de Saint-

Yves, as slie was going away, turned back several times to

take another look at the Unsophisticated; and each time

ho made her lower bows than he had ever made to anyone

in all bis life.

Tlie Magistrate, before taking his leave, introduced to

Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves his great booby of a son who
had just come from collego, but she scarcely noticed him,

so much was her mind occupied with the Huron's polite

I'thaviour.

\^
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CHAPTER III.

THE HURON, CALLED THE UNSOPHISTICATED, IS CONVERTED
TO CHRISTIANITY.

nPHE good Prior, seeing that lie was a little advanced
^ in years, and that Heaven had sent him a nephew for

his comfort and consolation, took it into his head that he

might resign his benefice in that nephew's favour, if he

could only succeed in baptizing him and getting him to

take holy orders.

The Unsophisticated had an excellent memory : the sound

constitution inherited from his ancestors of Lower Brittany,

fortified by the climate of Canada, had rendered his head

so strong that when it was struck ou the top he hardly felt

it, and when anything was once imprinted within nothing

could efface it—he had never forgotten anything. His

receptive powers were all the more lively and clear from

the fact that his childhood had not boon burdened with

such a load of futile and senseless learning as oppresses

and overwhelms our own, so that new ideas could enter his

Ijrain unclouded. The Prior resolved that ho should read

the New Testament. The Unsophisticated devoured it

with great doliglit, but knowing neither at what time nor

in what country the events related in tlie book took place,

he never doubted that they had all happened in Lower

Brittany, and he swore that he would cut off the rascals*

no.s«'H and ears, if he eVw=^jiict_QiUO'pha.s or Pontius Pilate.

His uncle, cliarmed at fimling liim so well disposed.

Ijiistened to acquaint him witli tlie true slate of the case;

he commended his zeal, but informed him that it was

futile, inasmuth as thuse jM-nsous had b«v'ii dead for about
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sixteen hundred and ninety years. The Unsophisticated

soon knew almost all the book by heart. He sometimes

propounded difficulties which gave the Prior a great deal

of trouble, and he was often obliged to consult the Abbi-

de Saint-Yves, who, knowing not what to answer, sent for

a Breton Jesuit to complete the Huron's conversion.

At last the work of grace was accomplished, and the

Child of Nature promised to become a Christian. He
never doubted that the first thing to be done was to be

circumcised:

" For," said he, " I do not find in this book which has

been given me to read a single instance of a person exempted;

it is evident then that this is a sacrifice required of me,'

and the sooner it is offered the better. "Without a moment's
hesitation he sent to fetch the village surgeon, and re-

quested him to perform the operation, thinking that Made-
moiselle de Kerkabou and all his new friends would be

extremely pleased when once the deed was done. The saw-

bones, who had never yet performed this operation, informed

the family of what he had been asked to do, and they

received the intelligence with cries of horror and alarm.

The kind hearted little lady trembled lest her nephew, who
ajipeared to be as hasty as he was determined, should

:it tempt to operate upon himself, and that so unskilfully

IS to bring about deplorable results.^

The Prior set himself to correct the Huron's ideas on

thi.s subject, telling him that circumcisiou had gone quite

' 'Ut of fashion, that baptism was a far more agreeable and

wliolesome rite, and that the law of grace was very dif-

ii n.'Ut from the old law of severity. The Unsoi>histicated.

who had plenty of good sense and straightforward fxank-

in'88, after a little disj)ute, admitted his ^uiaLakc-^w^Ht4^is

' ^'^Que je (loi.H faire le sacrifice tie nion prepuce."
' " Tristo.s effets, aaxquul^i les dames s'interes.sent tonjours par

liontc d'ttmc.

"

I



400 VOLTAIRE'S TALES.

rarely done in Europe by people who argue), and at last

promised to have himself baptized whenever they liked.

Before his baptism, ne would have to go to confession,

—and that presented the greatest difficulty of all. The

Unsophisticated always kept in his pocket the book which

his vincle had given him, and he could not find therein that

a single apostle had set such an example, and this rendered

him very stubborn. The Prior shut his mouth by pointing

out to him, in the epistle of Saint James the Less, these

words :
" confess your sins one to another. '^ The Huron was

sileut, and consented to make his confession to a Reformed

Franciscan friar. AVhen he had finished, he caught hold

of the friar with a strong arm, dragged him out of the

Confessional box, and taking his seat himself, made the

other kneel before him.

" Come, my friend, it is written :
' confess one to another; '

I have told you my sins, and you shall not leave this place

till you have told me yours."

So saying, he kei)t his great knee pressed against his

oi)ponent's chest, while the friar made the church resound

with his yells. Those who ran to his help saw the catechu-

men pommelling the friar in the name of St James the

Less, The ])leasure of baptizing a Huron-English Breton

was 80 great, that these singularities on his part were

easily passed over. There were even a considerable num-
ber of theologians who held that confession was unneces-

sary, since baptism supplied the lack of everything else.

A day was appoink'd with the Bishop of St. Malo, who,

gratified as may well be believed at the prosj^ect of bap-

tizing a Huron, arrived in a grand carriage attended by his

'•Icrgy. Mademoiselle do Saint-Yves had put on her pret-

ti.'st frock, ami sent for a tiair-dresscr from St. Malo, in'

order that she might shine at the ceremony. The magistrate

who was so fond of asking questions, with people from all

the coinilrv round, hastened to the church, which was mag-
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nificently decorated. But, when the time came for con-

ducting the Huron to the baptismal font, he was nowhere

to be found.

The uncle and aunt searched for him in all directions
;

they thought that he might be following the chase, as he

was so fund of doing. All who had been invited to the

ceremony scoured the woods and neighbouring villages, but

could hear no news of the Huron.

TheyJaeganJiO fear that he had returned to England v_for

they remembered hearing him say that he liked tlmt

country^ejiyjmuch indeed. The Prior and his sister were

positive that no one was ever baptized there, and trembled

for their nephew's soul. The Bishop was perplexed, and

prepared to return home ; the Prior and the Abbe were in

despair ; the Magistrate asked questions with his customary

gravity of all who passed by ; Mademoiselle de Kerkabon

wept ; Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves, though she shed no

tears, ever and anon gave a deep sigh, which clearly showed

her interest in the sacraments. The two ladies were walk-

ing together sadly enough beside the willows and flags

which fringed the bank of the little river Ranee, when they

perceived, in mid stream, a tall white figure, with hands

crossed upon its breast. They uttered a loud scream, and

turned to run away. But curiosity soon overcoming every

other consideration, they crept gently through the reeds,

lid, wlu-u they wore quite sure of not being seen thom-

' Ives, they determined to watch what was going on.

D D
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CHAPTER IV.

THE UNSOPHISTICATED IS BAPTIZED.

n^HE Prior and the Abbe, hurrying to the spot, asked

the Unsophisticated what he was doing there.

" Upon my word, gentlemen, this is too bad ; I am wait-

ing to be baptized. I have been standing up to my neck

in water for the last hour, and it is not fair to let me catch

my death of cold."

" My dear nephew," said the Prior tenderly, " we do not

baptize people in this way here in Lower Brittany. Put ou

yuur clothes again, and come with us."

Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves, hearing these words, whis-

pered to her companion

:

" Do you think. Mademoiselle, that he will be so ready

to leave the water ?
"

The Huron, meanwhile, answered the Prior

:

" You will not get me to believe you this time as you did

before—I have studied the subject well since then, and I

am quite certain that people are not baptized in any other

way ; the eunuch of Queen Candace was baptized in a

, stream—I defy you to show me in the book which vou_gave

me that the rite was ever admimstered otherwise—I will

not be baptized at all unless it be in the river."

It was all in vain that they pointed out to him that cus-

toms had changnl ; tlie Child of Nature was obstinate, for

he was both a Breton and a Huron. Ho always returned

to tlie eunuch of Queen Candace ; and, althougli his aunt

and Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves, who had been watching

liim from the willows, would have Ix-en fully justified iu

ti'lling him that it had no beariug upon his own case to
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quote the example of a man lite that, they nevertheless

abstained, so ^eat was their discretion. The Bishop him-

self came to speak to him, which was great condescension,

on his part ; but he gained nothing by it, for the Huron
dared even to dispute with the Bishop.

" Show me," said he, " in the book which my uncle gave

me a single man who was not baptized in a river, and I

will do all that you wish."

His aunt had remarked that the first time her nephew
had made a bow, he had made a more profound one to

Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves than to any other person in

the company, and that he had not even saluted the Bishop

with the same cordial respect which he had shown towards

that beautiful young lady. In her despair she took the

course of applying to Mademoiselle de Saint-Tves in this

moment of extreme embarrassment ; she begged her to use

her influence to prevail upon the Huron to let himself be

baptized in the same manner as the Bretons, believing that

her nephew could never be made a Christian, if he persisted •

in wishing to be baptized in running water.

Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves blushed with a sense of

secret pleasure at being charged with such an important

commission ; she modestly approached the Child of Nature

and, squeezing his hand in a way that was quite magnani-
mous, asked him this question :

" Will you do nothing for my sake ?
"

As she uttered these words, she cast down her eyes, and
t hen crracefully raised them again with a tender glance.

'* I will do whatever you wish, Mademoiselle, what-

ever you sliall command me,—to be baptized in water, to

be baptized in fire, to be baptized in blood ; there is nothinix

that I can refuse you."

So Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves had tlie glorv of achi<v-

in,: with two words what tlie earnest entreaties of the

i'rior, the repeated interrogations of the Magistrate, and

P
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even the arguments of the Bishop had been unable to

effect. She was sensible of her triumph, but she did not

realise its whole extent.

The sacrament of baptism was administered and received

with all possible dignity and magnificence, and amid tokens

of general interest. The uncle and aunt resigned to the

Abbe de Saint-Yves and his sister the privilege of standing

sponsors to the Unsophisticated. Mademoiselle de Saint-

Yves was radiant with joy at finding herself the godmother.

She knew not to what hard conditions this important title

bound her ; she accepted the honour witlio\it knowing its

fatal consequences.

As there never was an important ceremony which was

not followed by a grand dinner, they had no sooner

come from the christening than they sat down to table.

The wags of Lower Brittany observed that there was no

occasion to baptize the wine. His Reverence the Prior

remarked that wine, according to Solomon, " maketh glad

the heart of man." ' My lord Bishop added, that the

patriarch Judah was to " tie his ass's colt to the vine, and

wash his garments in the blood of grapes ;
" ^ and expressed

his regret that tliis could not be done in Lower Brittany,

to which vines had not been vouchsafed by the Almighty.

Each of the guests tried to say something clever about the

christening, and to pay gallant compliments to the god-

motl>er. The Magistrate, who must needs be still jnitting

questions, asked the Huron if he would be faithful to his

promises.

" How can you suppose that I should fail to keep them,"

answered the Huron, " since I have committed my pledges

into tin? hands of Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves? "

The Child of Nature grew warm ; he drank much and

often to the health of his godmother.

' I'tialni civ. 15. ' Genesis xiix. 11.
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"K I had been baptized by your hand," said he, '• I feel

sure that the cold water which was poured over the back

of my head would have scalded me."

The magistrate considered this speech too poetical, not

knowing how familiar allegorical modes of expression are

in Canada. But the godmother was extremely pleased

with it.

The name of Hercules had been given to the Huron at

his baptism. The Bishop of St. Malo asked repeatedly who
that patron-saint might be, for he had never heard of him.

The Jesuit, who was extremely learned, told him that

he was a saint who had wrought twelve miracles; there

was indeed a thirteenth which was as great as all the others

put together, but of that it did not become a Jesuit to

speak ;—it was changing fifty girls into women in a single

night. A lively fellow who was one of the party highly

extolled this miracle. All the ladies cast down their eyes,

and judged from the young Huron's appearance that he

was worthy of the saint whose name he bore.

CHAPTER V.

THE CHILD OF NATURE IN LOVE.

T T must be confessed that since the christening and the

-^ dinner that followed, Mademoiselle do Saint-Yves

passionately wished that the Bishop would make her again

a partner in some imposing ceremony with Monsieur

Hercules, the Child of Nature. Howevor, as she was well

brought up and extremely modest, she did not quite dare

t*) own those tender sentiments even to herself ; but if a

look, a word, a gesture, or a thought of the kind escaped
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her, she wrapped it all in a veil of bashfulness that was

infinitely becoming, for she was as discreet as she was
tender and impassioned.

As soon as the Bishop had taken his departure, the

Unsophisticated and Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves found

themselves together without being aware that they had

been looking for each other. They talked together without

having imagined what they were going to say. The Child

of Nature told her forthwith that he loved her with all his

heart, and that the beautiful Abacaba, of whom he had
been so enamoured in his own land, could not be com-

pared with her. The young lady answered him with her

usual modesty, that he had better take the earliest oppor-

tunity of speaking to his uncle the Prior, and to his aunt,

and that she on her side would say a few words about his

I»roposal to her dear brother tlie Abbe de Saint-Yves, and

that she was pleased to think that there was every prospect

of a general consent.

The Unsophisticated replied that he had no need of any-

one's consent, that it seemed to him exceedingly ridiculous

to go and ask other people w hat they should do, that, when
two parties were agreed, there was no occasion for a third

to bring them together.

•' I consult nobody," said he, " when I wish to take

breakfast, to go hunting, or to sleep. I know perfectly

well that in love affairs it is not a bad thing to win the

consent of the j)er8on immediately concerned ; but, as it is

neither my uncle nor my aunt with whom I am in love, it

is not to them that I have to address myself in the jtresent

case ; and, if you will be guided l)y me, you will likewise

dispense with the opinion of your resjxjcted brother, the

Alilir de Saint-Yves."

it may be imagined that the fair maid of Brittany used

her moHt delicate jfowi-rs of persuasion to induce the Huron
to conform to the usages of judite society; she even showed
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a little displeasure, but soon releuted. It is doubtful bow
this conversation might have ended, had not the Abbe, as

the sun was setting, taken his sister home. The Unso-

phisticated saw his uncle and aunt retire to rest, a little

fatigued with the ceremony of the day and their long

dinner party, and spent a good deal of the night compos-

ing verses in the Huron language addressed to the idol of

his heart ; for you must know that there is no country

under heaven where love has not turned lovers into poets.

On the morrow his uncle, after breakfast, addressed

him thus, in the presence of Mademoiselle de Kerkabon,

who was much affected :

" Heaven be praised that you now, my dear nephew,

enjoy the double privilege of being a Christian and a

Breton ! But you will need something more ; I am not so

young as I was ; my poor brother left nothing behind him
but a small patch of ground which is not enough to support

you,—I have a good living in my Priory ; if you will oulv

take orders and become a sub-deacon, as I hope you will, I

am ready to resign my benefice to you, and you will have

quite an easy life of it, after being the comfort of my old

age.

The Unsophisticated replied

:

" May great good V)etide you, uncle !—live as long as you
can ! I do not know what it is to become a sub-deacon,

nor what you mean by resigning; but all shall be agree-

able to me, provided that I have Mademgiselfe-^̂ Saint -

Yves at my disposal."^^

*' Good gracious, nephcAv ! what is that you say ? Are
you then so desperately in love with that handsome young
lady V "

'' Yos, uncle."

" Alas ! ucphfw, it is impossible that you can ever marry
her."

"It i.s perfectly possible, uncle; for not onlv did she

K
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sqiieeze my hand, when she left me, but she has promised

to ask her brother's consent to our marriage. Yes, I

certainly will make her my wife."

y " That is impossible, I telL you ; she, ia^our godmotlieg;

—

and it is a dreadful sin for a godmother to squeeze the

hand of her godson— still less may he marry her, the laws

of God and man are against it."

" Deuce take it all ! Uncle, you must be mocking me.

Why should it be forbidden to marry one's godmother,

when she is young and pretty ? I have never read in the

book you gave me that there is any harm in marrying the

fair assistants at the rite of baptism. I perceive every

day that there are an infinite number of things done here

which are not in your book, and that nothing, is done which

it efi^oins. I freely confess that I am astonished and dis-

pleased at this. If I am to be deprived of the lovely

Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves on account of our baptismal

relationship, I give you fair warning that I will carry her

off, and unbaptize myself."

The Prior was confounded, his sister wept.

" My dear brother," said she, " our nephew must not

bring about his own damnation ; our Holy Father the

Pope can grant him a dispensation, and tlien he may be

happy in a Christian manner with the object of his affection."

The Unsophisticated kissed his aunt, and inquired

:

" Pray, who is that delightful man, who so kindly

interests himself in the love affairs of youths and maidens?

—I will go and speak to him at once."

They ex]>lainod to him who and what the Pope was, and

the Unnophisticat^d was even more astonished than l>oforo.

" There is not a word of all this in your book, my dear

uncle !—I have travelled, and know something of tho sea.

—We are here on the shores of the Atlantic Ocean ; and

hIiuII T quit Mademoisello de Saint-Yves to ask leave to

love her of a man who lives at the other end of tho Meditcr-
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ranean, four hundred leagues off, and whose language I do

not understand! Such a proceeding is incomprehensible

and absurd.—I am going straight to the Abbe de Saint-

Yves, whose house is not more than a league from yours

;

and I warrant you I'll marry my sweetheart before the

day is done."

Whilst he was still speaking the magistrate entered,

and, according to his usual custom, asked where he was

going.

" I am going to get married," said the "Unsophisticated

in passing ; and before another quarter of an hour he had

already reached the home of his beautiful and beloved

maid of Brittany, who was still asleep.

" Ah ! brother," said Mademoiselle de Kerkabon ;
" you

will never make a sub-deacon of our nephew."

The^ magistrate was no^^all pleased at this step, for

he intended his son to wed Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves

—a son who was, if possible, even more insufferably foolish

than his father.

CHAPTER VI.

THE CHILD OF NATURE FLIES TO HIS MISTRESS, AND

BECOMES FTJEIOUSLY ENRAGED.

"JVTO sooner had our Unsophisticated friend arrived
* ^ than he asked an old servant which was his sweet-

Ix'art's chamber, and with a strong push burst oj)en the

door, wliich was badly secured, and rushed towards the

bed. Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves awoke with a start,

exclaiming

—
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" Oh ! what's the matter V It can't be you ? Yes, it is

!

Stop ! what are you about ?
"

He answered, " I am going to marry you ;

" and he

would have been as good as his word, if she had not

resisted withlalirthe modesty of a young person of good

brt-ediu;^.
'

The Child of Nature did not understand being baffled

in this way ; he thought all this fuss quite out of place.

" Abacaba, my first sweetheart, behaved very differently.

Tou want common honesty. You promised to be my
wife, and yet you will not complete our marriage ; that is

failing in the first law of honour. I will teach you to

keep your word, and bring you back to the path of

virtue."

The Child of Nature possessed a masculine and intrepid

virtue, worthy of his patron Hercules, whose name had

been given him at his baptism, and he was about to exert

it to its fullest extent when the piercing cries of the

young lady, whose virtue was of a more discreet character,

liruught the good Abbe quickly upon the scene, together

with his housekeeper, an old mau-servant devoted to the

family, and a parish priest. The sight of these spectators

cooled the courage of the assailant.

" Gracious heavens ! my dear neighbour," said the Abbe,
" what are yon doing there ?

"

" My. duty," replied tlio young man. " I am fulfilling

my promises, which are sacred."

Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves re-arranged her disordered

attire with a blush, and the Unsophisticated was led into

another room. The Al)bc i)«>inted out to him the enormity

of his conduct. The Un80i)ln8ticated relied for his defence

on the jirivilcges of the laws of Nature, with which he was

jH'rfi'ctly well acquainted. The Abbe tried to nuiko him

uudtTHtiuid th;it tlic jiositivr laws of Society ought to have

sujK-rior weight, and that witliout the mutual concessions
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agreed upon by mankind, natural Ifl-wjwonlfl ]je Ijttlft hp.t.tpr

than Batttral Hcerrseand robbery.___
" There must needs be lawyers," saidJie^ " priests, "wit-

nesses, contracts, and dispensations."

The Child of Nature answered with the observation

which savages have always made :

"You must be very dishonest people, then, since youi

require to take so many precautions against each other !

"

The Abbe had some trouble in settling this difficulty.

" There are," said he, " in our midst many who have no

fixed principles, as well as deliberate rogues ; and there

would be as many amongjtheJIurons iLthey were -gathered

into large towns. But we have also wise, upright, and

enlightened souls ; these are the men who have made the

laws ; ahdTthe better a man is the more willing he ought

to be to submit to them. Such a one sets an example to

the vicious, who learn to respect a curb which even virtue

does not disdain to accept."

Tlie Child of Nature was struck with this reply. It

has been remarked already that he had a fair and honest

judgment. He was soothed with flattering words and

buoyed up with hope (these are the two traps in which

men of both hemispheres are taken) ; he was even allowed

to see Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves when she had made her

toilette. All went on now with the greatest propriety, but

in spite of this decorum the sparkling eyes with which the

Unsophisticated Hercules regarded his mistress made her

cast down her own, and caused the company to tremble.

They had the utmost difficulty in getting him to return

to his relations. It was found necessary to have recourse

once nujre to the influence of the fair Mademoiselle. The
more she felt her power over him the more she loved him.

She persuaded him to go, and then was much distressed

at his de[)arture. At last, when he was really gone, the

Abbe, who was not only the young lady's brother aiid

V
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much Older than herself, but also her legal guardian,

determined to remove his ward out of all danger from the

importunity of this terrible lover. He went to consult the

Magistrate, who, still setting his heart upon a match
between his son and the Abbe's sister, advised him to

place the poor girl in a convent. This was a dreadful

blow to her. A maiden whose heart was untouched might

have filled the air with loud lamentations, but being as

she was in love (and, with all her discretion, passionately

in love), this was a step to throw her into despair.

The Unsophisticated, on his return to the Prior's house,

related all that had happened, with his usual frankness.

He was met with the same remonstrances, which had some

effect indeed upon his judgment but none upon his feel-

ings ; and when on the morrow he was minded to go

back to his dear mistress, to reason with her upon the law

of Nature and social conventions, the Magistrate informed

him, with an air of insolent triumph, that she was in a

convent.

" Very well," said he ;
" then I will go and reason with

her in this convent."
" That cannot be," said the Magistrate ; and he ex-

]>lained at considerable length what a convent was, how
the word was derived from the Latin Convcntus, which

signifies " an assembly ;

" but the Huron could not cora-

\ prehend why he might not be admitted into the assembly.

\ As soon as he understood that this assembly was a kind

of prison in wliich young girls were shut up (a horrible

thing, unknown among the Hurons antl (he English), he

l)ecame as furiously enraged as his patron Hercules had

been when Eurytu.s, King of (Echalia, with a cruelty equal

to that of the Abbe do Saint-Yves, had refused to give him
his lovely dau|^lik'r Tolo, who was no less brautiful than

the Abbe's sister. 11 «; wanted to go and set fire to the

convent and carry off his mistress or die in the flames with
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her. Mademoiselle de Kerkabon was horrified, and, more

than ever renouncing all hope of seeing her nephew a sub- 1/^

deacon, declared, with a burst of tears, that he had been

possessed withjhe devil ever sinee his baptism,—- \

CHAPTER Vn.

THE UNSOPHISTICATED PUTS THE ENGLISH TO ROUT.

T^HE Cbild of Nature, plunged in deep and gloomy
^ melancholy, walked towards the sea-shore, his double-

barrelled gun upon his shoulder, his big cutlass by his

side, firing now and then at some birds, and often tempted

to shoot himself ; but he still clung to life for the sake of

Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves. Sometimes he fell to cursing

his uncle, his aunt, all Lower Brittany, and his baptism,

and sometimes he blessed them, since it was through their

instrumentality that he had come to know the object of

his affection. He resolved to go and bum down the con-

vent, but stopped short for fear his mistress might perish

in the flames. The waves of the Channel are not more

agitated by the winds from east and west than was his

heart by so many conflicting emotions.

He was walking with long strides, he knew not whither,

when he heard the sound of a drum. He saw, some dis-

tance oflt, a large crowd of people, some of whom were

hastening to the shore and others betaking themselves to

flight.

A thousand cries arose on all sides ; curiosity and
courage instantly prompted him to rush towards the place

where the noise was loudest, and he was there in four or
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five bounds. The oflBcer in command of the militia, whom
he had met at supper at the Prior's house, recognised him
immediately, and ran to welcome him with open arms.

"Ah! it is the Child of Nature! He will fight

for us !

"

And his men, who were half dead with fear, took courage,

and shouted also

:

" It is the Child of Nature ! It is Hercules !

"

"Gentlemen," he said, "what is the matter? why are

you so scared ? Have your sweethearts been shut up in

convents ?
"

Thereupon a hundred confused voices cried out

:

" Don't you see that the English are landing ?
"

" Well," answered the Huron, " they are brave people

—

they have not stolen my mistress from me."

The commanding officer gave him to understand that the

English were coming to plunder the Abbey of the Moun-

tain, drink his uncle's wine, and perhaps carry off Made-

moiselle de Saint-Yves, that the little vessel which brought

him to Brittany had come with no other object than to

reconnoitre the coast ; that they were committing acts of

hostility without having first declared war against the King

of France, and that the province was iiuprotected.

"Oh! Tf_flia|t. ia t.hft map f.hny ivrn violating the laW of

/^ Nature,—leave the_ matter ia my liands

—

X-liare lived

among thorn a long time—I know tlieir language, I will

speak to them—I cannot believe that they entertain such

an atrocious design."

During this conversation, Ihe English squadron came

u<'ar».T ; whereupon the Huron ran down to tlie water's

I edge, jumj>ed into a little boat, reached the llag-ship.

climbed up, and inquired whether it was true that they

were come to ravage the country without having openly

declared war Thr Admiral and all on board burst, into loud

fits of laughter, made him drink punch, and sent him back.
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The Child of Nature, nettled at this treatment, thought

nf nothing now but how he might best fight against his

former friends, on behalf of his fellow-countrymen and his

uncle's household. The gentlemen of the neighbourhood

flocked to the spot from all directions, and he joined their

party. They had some pieces of cannon; he loads them,

takes aim, and fires them one after another. The Enghsh
land ; he runs to meet them, kills three of them with his

own hand, and even wounds the Admiral who had laughed

at him. His valour restores the fainting spirits of the

soldiers ; the English re-embark, and all the shore resounds

with shouts of—" Victory ! Long live the King ! Long live

the Child of Nature !

"

Everyone was eager to embrace him, and to staunch the

blood which was flowing from several wounds which he

had received.

" Ah !
" said he, " if Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves were

here, she would apply a bandage."

The Magistrate, who had hidden himself in his cellar

during the fight, came to compliment him on his valour,

like the others. But he was much surprised when he

heard the Unsophisticated Hercules say to a group of

about a dozen young men, by whom he was surrounded,

and who were ready to follow him anywhere

:

" My friends, it is nothing to have saved the Abbey of

the Mountain, there is a young lady who must be rescued."

All the impetuosity of youth took fire at the mere men-
tion of such an exjdoit. Tliey followed him in a body, and

made for the convent. If the Magistrate had not iustautly

informed the Commandant, and a detachment been dis-

patclicd after the jubilant party, the plan would have been

carried out. The (Jluld of Nature was brouirht back to the

house f>f his uncle :iud aunt, who bathed him with toars

uf tender affection.

" 1 8eo plainly," said his uncle, " that you will never be u
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sub-deacon nor a prior
;
you will be an officer even braver

than my brother the Captain, and probably quite as poor."

And Mademoiselle de Kerkabon wept, as she kissed him

again and again, saying

:

" He will get himself killed like my brother ; it would be

far better if he were to become a sub-deacon."

During the conflict the Unsophisticated had pickedjip-a

—

big purse crammed with guineas, whicTi'fTie Admiral had

probably dropped. He never doubted that with this purse

he could buy the whole of Lower Brittany, and, what was a

matter of more importance, make Mademoiselle de Saint-

Yves a grand lady. Everybody advised him to take a

journey to Versailles, in order to receive the reward of his

services. The Commandant and the other principal officers

supplied him with heaps of testimonials. The uncle and

aunt quite approved of their nephew's journey ; there would

be no difficulty in obtaining a presentation at Court, and

that alone would confer upon him prodigious distinction in

the province. These two kind souls added to the purse of

English money a considerable present out of their own

savings. The Child of Nature said to himself :

" When I see the King, I will beg him to give me
Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves in marriage, and assuredly he

will not refuse me."

Then he took his departure amidst the acclamations of

all the country side, half smothered with embraces, bathed

with his auut's tears, blessed by his uncle, and leaving

tender messages for his lovely mistress.
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CHAPTER VIII.

THE UNSOPHISTICATED GOES TO COURT. HE SUPS ON THE

ROAD WITH SOME HUGUENOTS.

nPHE Unsophisticated took the road to Saumur by puLlic

* coach, because there was at that time no other means

of conveyance. When he arrived at Saumur, he was sxir-

prised to find the town almost deserted, and to see a

number of families in the act of removing. He was told

that six years before, Saumur contained more than fifteen

thousand inhabitants, and that at the present time therL;

were not six thousand. He did not fail to mention this

during supper at the inn. Several Protestants were at

table ; some complained bitterly, others trembled with

rage, and others again said with tears :

" Nos dulcia linquimus arva,

Nos patriain fuginius." *

The Child of Nature, who did not understand Latin, had

the words translated for him, and found that they nieaut

:

" We are forsaking the fields we love, we are flying from

our native land."

" And why are you flying from your native land, gentle-

men?"
•' Because we arc required to acknowledge the Pope."

" And why should you not acknowledge liim ? You have

no godmothers, I presume, whom you wished to marry ; for

I am told that it is he who gives permission for that to l»e

done."

"Ah! sir, this Pope claims possession over the dominiuus

of kings."
' Vir^'il, Eclo^'. i. 3.

E U
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"But, gentlemen, may I ask what is your calling?
"

" Sir, we are for the most part clothiers and manu-
facturers."

" If this Pope of yours claims possession of your cloth

and of your mills, you are quite right not to acknowledge

him ; but as for kings, it is their own business, with which

you have nothing to do."

Thereupon a little man in black intei*posed, and set forth

in a very able manner the griexajices of the company. He
spoke with such energy of thP!^T?

|
Pvnfn.tinn of thp "F^jjjctof

Nantes, he deplored so pathetically the fate of fifty thou-

sand families driven into exile, and fifty thousand others

dragooned into conversion, that the Child of Nature shed

tears in his turn.

" How comes it to pass," said he, " that so great a king,

whose fame extends even to the land of the Hurons, should

thus deprive himself of so many hearts which might have

loved him, and of so many arms which might have served

him?"
" Because lie has been deceived, like other great kings,"

answered the man in black, " He has been made to believe

that as soon as he says a word, all men will think as he

does, and that lie can make us change our rehgion as

easily as his musician Lulli can change in a moment the

scenery of his operas. He has not only ah-eady lost five or

[six hundred thousand very useful subjects, but he has

made enemies of them as well ; and King William, who is

at the present moment master of England, has formed

several regiments of these same F'^reuchmen, who would

otherwise have fought for their own monarch.
" Such a disaster is all the more astonishing, that tlie

rt'iguing Pope,' to wIidiii Louis XIV. sacrifices a jiartof his

people, is his declared enemy. There has even been for the

' viz., luiioccut XI. (107(3 1089.)
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last nine years a violent quarrel between them, which has

been carried so far that France at last had hopes of seeing

that yoke broken which has subjected her for so many cen-

turies to this foreigner, and, above all, of giving him no

more money,—which is the main motive power iu all the

business of this world. It is evident, then, that this great

King has been imposed upon, alike with regard to his own
interests and to the extent of his power, and that injury

has been done to the magnanimity of his heart." "^

The Unsophisticated, more and more concerned, in-
\

quired who and what those Frenchmen were who could

thus deceive a monarch so beloved by the Hurons.
" They are the Jesuits," was the reply, " especially

Father de la Chaise, His Majesty's Confessor. It is to be

hoped that God will one day punish them for this, and ^

that they will be banished even as they are now banishing
'

us.' Wliere is there misfortune to equal ours ? Monsieur
lie Louvois sends Jesuits and dragoons upon us from all

directions."

"Well, gentlemen," replied the Child of Nature, who
could no longer restrain himself, " I am on my way to

Versailles to receive the reward due to my services ; I will

speak to this Monsieur de Louvois, I am told that it is he \

who makes war while seated in his closet. I shall see the

King, and will acquaint him with the truth ; it is impos- I

sil)lo for anyone to resist that truth when he knows it. I

shall soon return to marry Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves,

and I invite you to the wedding." i

Those good people thoreuj^ou took him for some great )^

nobleman, who was travelling incognito by the public
(

coach. Some took him for the King's fool.

There hapiKMied to he seated at table a Jesuit in dis- i-

guise, who servt'd the Reverend Father do la Chaise in tlu' '

' Tlie e.\pulsiun of tlio Jc»uit» from France was decreet! in 17G4.
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capacity of a spy. He sent the latter a report of all that

had taken place, and Father de La Chaise informed

Monsieur de Louvois. The spy's letter to his employer

arrived at Versailles almost at the same time as the Un-
sophisticated.

CHAPTER IX.

AEEIVAL OF THE UNSOPHISTICATED AT VERSAILLES, AND

HIS EECEPTION AT COUKT.

'

I
""HE Unsophisticated ahghted from the pot-de-chamhre '

* in the Court of the Kitchens, and asked the sedan-

chair men at what hour the King was to be seen. The

porters laughed in his face, just as the English Admiral

had done. He treated them in muchtTie same way, for he

beat them ; they wanted to give him back as good as he

gave, and blood would have been spilt, if one of the King's

l)udyguard, a geutlenian of Brittany, had not happened to

pass l>y, who soon scattered the rabble.

"Sir," said the traveller, "you seem to me a worthy

man ; I am nephew to the Prior of Our Lady of the

Mountain ; I have killed Englishmen, and am come

hither to speak to the King. Pray, conduct me to his

cliiitiibcr."

Tlie Gentleman of the Guard, delighted at finding a

hero from his own province, who apjHjared to have no

experifiu'o in the ways of the Court, informed him that

the King was not to be spoken with so easily, and that it

was necessary to l)e introduced by Monsieur de Louvois.

' TliiH WM the fiimiUjir name fjiveii to a piihhc vehiflo wliioh

I'licd liotwcen I'liri-* iiikI Vcrsailleti.
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" Very well ! Take me then to Monsieur de Louvois,

who will doubtless conduct me to His Majesty."

" It is more difficult to obtain an interview with

Monsieur de Louvois than with His Majesty himself,"

answered the Guardsman ;
" but I will bring you to

Monsieur Alexandre, who is head clerk of the War Office

'—that will be all the same thing as speaking to the

minister."

So they went together to the residence of Monsieur

Alexandre, head clerk of the War Office, but they wer$

unable to gain admittance ; he had an appointment with a

lady of the Court, and orders had been given that he was

not to be disturbed.

"Ah, well!" said the Gentleman of the Guard, "it is

of no consequence ; we will go and see Monsieur Alex-

andre's head clerk, it is just the same thing as speaking to

Monsieur Alexandre himself."

The Huron, considerably astonished, followed his com-

panion ; they waited together for half an hour in a small

antechamber.
" What does all this mean ? " asked the Unsophis-

ticated ;
" is everybody invisible in this part of the

<<)untry ? T^ ia mn^b PM.sipr tn fjgh t against Englishmen

ill Lower Brittany than it is to meet those with whom we
have business at Versailles !

"

Ifp rplirvrd the monotony of waiting by relating his

love atlair to his fellow countryman. But the hour struck

which summoned the Guardsman back to his post. They

[>roniised to meet again on the morrow, and the Unso-

phisticated remained yot anotiier half liour in the ante-

chamljer, dreaming of Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves, and

nieditatiug on the difTiculty there was in obtaiuitig access

to kings and head clerks.

At last the .Jack-in-ollice appeared.

"Sir," said the Child of I*Jature, "if i had waited to

V
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drive back the English as long as vou have made me wait

for an audience, thej -would now be lapng waste Lower
Brittany, quite at their ease."

These words seemed to make some impression on the

clerk ; and he said at last to the Breton :

•* What is it you want ?
"

" Due recognition of my services," said the other

;

\
*' these papers ^vill show my title to it

"—and he spread

out all his testimonials before him. The clerk read them,

and told him that permission would probably be granted

him to purchase a lieutenancy.

" What ! You surely do not mean that I am to give

money for driving off the English ! That I should pay

for the privilege of getting myself killed in your defence,

while you sit calmly here, granting an audience when it

pleases you. I think you must intend it for a joke.

What I want is a squadron of cavaliy for nothing ; I want

the King to release Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves from the

convent in which she is immured, and to give her to me
in marriage ; I want to speak to the King on behalf of

fifty thousand families whom I propose to restore to him
;

in a word I want to be useful, let me be employed and

promoted."
" What may be your name, sir, that you talk in such a

lofty tone ?
"

" My name !
" said the Unsophisticated ;

" pray, have

vou not read my testimonials ? Is that the way, then,

in which they are treated V My name is Hercules de

Kerkabon, I have been baptized, I am lodging at the

Blue Dial, and I shall complain of you to the King."

The tlrrk came to the same conduRion as the people of

Saumur, that his head was not quite right, and paid very

little attention to what he said.

That same day the R4>ven>nd Father de La Chaise, Con-

fessor to T/o\uH XIV.. ha<l received his spy's letter accusing
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t he Breton Kerkabon of secretly favouring the Huguenots,

and of condemning the conduct of the Jesuits. Monsieur

do Louvois, on his side, had received a letter from the

question-loving Magistrate, which represented the Child of

Nature as a scapegrace, bent upon burning down convents

and carrying off young girls.

The Unsophisticated, after strolling about the gardens

of Versailles, of which he soon grew weary, and after

suffering like a Huron and a Breton, had retired to rest in

pleasing hopes of seeing the King next day, of obtaining

Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves in marriage, of gaining the

command of at least a squadron of cavalry, and of bring-

ing to an end the persecutions against the Huguenots.

He was lulling himseK to sleep with these flattering

fancies, when the police entered his bedchamber. The
first thing thoy did was to seize his double-barrelled gun

and big cutlass. They took an inventory of his ready

money and escorted him to the castle which King
Charles V., son of John II , caused to be constructed

'

near the street of St. Antony, at the Gate of the Turrets.

I leave the reader to imagine how astonished the Child

of Nature must have been, while on the way ! He thought

at first that it was a dream. He remained stupefied

awliilo with amazement, then suddenly transported with

rage, which gave him twice his usual strength, he seized

\>y the throat two of his conductors, who were with him in

the carriage, flung them out through the door, sprang

after them, and was in the act of carrying oif the third,

wlio tried to hold him back. But, failing in the effort,

he was bound hand and foot, and placed once more in the

conveyance.

" See there," he said, " that is what one gets for driving

' The R.-vtilli', (>ri^;inally tlio rustle of I*jiris, was huilt iu the

I'ttit century, and dunioli»hcil at tlic outbreak of the Revolution iu

1789.
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the English out of Lower Brittany ! What wotild vou

say, my fair mistress, if vou were to see me in this

plight ?
"

At length he arrived at his destination. He was
borne in silence to the cell in. which he was to be im-

prisoned, like a corpse that is carried into a graveyard.

That chamber was already occupied by an aged recluse of

Port Royal, named Gordon, who had been languishing

there for the last two years.

" Look," said the chief turnkey to the old man, " here

is company I am bringing you ; " and in another instant

the huge bolts of the strongly barred and massive door

were driven home again, and the two captives were shut

off from all the world.

CHAPTER X.

THE CHILD OF NATURE IS SHUT UP IN THE BASTILLE

WITH A JAN8ENI8T.

/"^ ORDON was a hale and cheerful old man, who knew
^-^ two important things—how to boar adversity, and how
to comfort the wretched. He advanced towards his com-

panion witli a frank and sympathizing air, aiul said, as he

t-rn braced him

:

'* Whoever you may be. wlio are come to share this

t-omb of mine, rest assured that I will always forget my-
self, if I can do anything to assuage your torments in

tliis infernal ])it into which we have been cast. Let us

adore the Providence which has brought us hither, suffer

in |M»ace, and live in hope."

These words produced ui><iii tlie Child of Nature the
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same effect

j

,s a few drops of Engjiali-Cffiniial,' which can

recall a dying man to life, and make him half open his

astonished eyes.

After their first greetings were over, Gordon, without

pressing him to tell the cause of his misfortune, inspired

his companion, by the charm of his conversation and by that

mutual interest which two unfortunate creatures take in

each other, with a desire to unbosom himself and get rid

of the burden which was crushing him ; but he had no

idea of the origin of his misfortune, which seemed to him

to be an effect without a cause ; and the good-natured

Gordon was as much astonished as himself.

" It must needs be," said the Jansenist to tlie Huron,

" that God has some great and wise purpose in all that

has befallen you, since He has led your steps from Lake

Ontario to England and to France, has caused you fo be

christened in Lower Brittany, and has placed you here for

your salvation,"

" Upon my word," replied the Child of Nature, " I

believe that the devil, and the devil only, has had any-

thing to do with my destiny. My fellow-countrYm_£jx-iii

America would never have treated me with jthe barbarity

which i now experience ; it couI^Tnot ^ter_into_their_

imagination. They are called savagres; theyare uncivilised,

but they are honest people j whereas the inhabitants of

this country are_j:efiDe,d_£Cfliniiln-,].s. I am, indeed^ very

much 8urf>rised to find that I have come from the other

-ido of the world to be .shut up on this side bohind four bolts

111 the company of a j)riest ; but when I rcfleit ujion the

prodigious uuujher of jiorsons who leave one hemisphere

to go and get killed in the other, or suffer sliipwreck on

tlie voyage and become food for fishes, I confess that I

' " GoiittcH fl'/XriKlpterrc"—a restorative of wliich one fHHldanl

w.os the inventor, who uraitiscd n»e*licine in London during the

irign of Churk-M 11.
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see still less the gracious purposes of €red-as displayed on
their behalf."

Their dinner was hereupon brought and passed in to

them through a grating. The conversation turned upon
Divine Providence, upon arbitrary warrants of imprison-

ment, and upon the art of rising superior to those reverses

of fortune to which every man is exposed in this world.

" I have teen here for two years," said the old man,
" without other consolation than what I could derive from
myself and my books

;
yet I have not had a fretful moment."

" Ah, Monsieur Gordon," exclaimed the Child of Nature,

"then you are not in love with your godmother? If you

knew Mademoiselle Saint-Yves as I do, you would be in

despair."

As he uttered these words, he could not restrain his

tears, and he felt a little less oppressed in consequence.
" Why, now," said he, " should tears give us relief ? It

seems to me that they oiight to liave an opposite effect."

" My son," replied the good old man, " everything about

us is connected with our physical nature ; every secretion

benefits the body ; and everything which relieves the

body relieves the soul ; wo are machines in the hand of

Providence."

The Unsophisticated, who, as we have already remarked

several times, had a great stock of good sense, reflected

deeply on this idea, the germ of which, as it seemed to

him, ('xisted in his own mind. After whieh, he asked his

(•omjanion why that machine of his had been for two years

imjirisoned behind four bolts.

" Jiy effectual grace," answered Gordon. " I am known
to be a Janseiiiat, I have been on intimate terms with

.Arnauld and Nicole, and the Jesuits have persecuted us.

We believe that the I'ope is no more than any other

l>iHhop; and it was for this that Father de La Chaise

obtiiiucd from tin- Kiii'', whose Confessor he is, an order
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to rob me, without even the forms of justice, of that most

pr^ious of human possessions—liberty."

[S^ " Why, this is very strange," said the Unsophisticated;
" all the unfortunate people I have met owe their misery

to nothing and nobody but the Pope.
" As to that effectual grace of which you speak, I con-

fess that I know nothing about it ; but I regard it as a

grace of no little magnitude that God has allowed me to

find in my misfortune a man like yourself, who can pour

into my heart consolation, of which I thought myself

incapable."

Every day their converse became more interesting and

instructive. The souls of the two prisoners became linked

together. The old man was well informed, and the young
one was very willing to learn. At the end of a month he

began to study geometry, and eagerly devoured it. Gordon
made him read Rohault's " Natural Philosophy," ' a book

which was still in vogue, and he had the good sense to find

there nothing but uncertainties.

Then he read the first volume of the " Search after

Truth." ' That threw a new light upon his mind.
" What !

" said he, " do our imagination and senses

deceive us to such an extent ? Our ideas, then, are not

derived from sensible objects, nor have we any power to

originate them of ourselves !

"

By the time he had read the second volume, he was not

quite so well satisfied, and came to the conclusion that it

is easier to destroy than to build.

His fellow-prisoner, surprised that a young fellow, so

ignorant as he was, should make this roHectiou, wliich

I
• RdliRuU's " Trait»5 de IMiysiiiue" was pulilislietl 1671.

I
• Nic()lft.s Malohrunchu imlilislu'd liis iiiiiKirtuiit work " De la

Rpchcrrlio <lc lu Vt'rit<i " in 1674. It w;us fouinloil uyum the theory

that the liutnaa »uul exists in God, as matter dues in space. See

p. 187.
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could only be expected of a -well-trained mind, formed a

high opinion of his judgment, and felt more strongly

attached to him than ever.

" Your Malebranche," said the Unsophisticated, one day,

" appears to me to have drawn upon his reason for one

half of his book, and upon his imagination and prejudices

for the other half."

A few days afterwards Gordon asked him :

" What do you think now of the soul, of the way in

which we receive our ideas, of volition, of grace, and free

will ?
"

" Nothing," answered the Child of Nature ;
" if I think

anything, it is that we are under the power of the Almighty»

like the stars and the elements ; that it is He who does

everything in us, and that we are like little wheels in the

immense machine of which He is the soul ; that He acta

according to general laws, and not with particular views.

This alone appears to me intelligible, all else, as far as

I am concerned, is an abyss of darkness."

" But, my son, that would be making God the author

of sin."

" But, father, your doctrine of effectual grace would

make God the author of sin quite as much ; for it is cer-

tain that all those to whom that grace were douiod would

sin ; and he who gives us up to the power of evil is surely

the author of the evil."

This artk'ss simplicity much embarrassed the good man
;

he felt as if he were making vain efforts to extricate him-

self from a fpiagniin'. and he heaped so many words

together which seemed to have some sense, but which

really had none (in diHcussiug " physical premotion ")
'

that the Unsophisticated could nut help pitying him. That

' " La im'-motion physi<|in« " iiu'iiiit, acoonlinj^ to the systoni of

the ThomiHts, tlic> direct iiiid iiiimeiliale action of the l)eity upon

tho HOIll.
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question inevitably led to the origin of good and evil ; and

then poor Gordon must needs pass in review Pandora's

box, the egg of Ormuzd pierced by Ahriman, the enmity

between Typhon and Osiris, and lastly the doctrine of

original sin ; and they both wandered about in that deep

darkness without once meeting each other. But as the

result of it all, this romance of the soul diverted their

attention from the contemplation of their own misery, and,

as though by some strange charm, the crowd of calamities

spread over the universe diminished the sense of their own
troubles ; they dared not complain when all were suft'erers.

But during the slumbers of the night the image of the

beautiful Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves effaced all meta-

j^hysical and ethical theories from the lover's mind. His

eyes were often wet with tears when he awoke ; and the

old Jansenist would forget all about his effectual grace,

and the Abbe de Saint-Cyran,' and Jansenius, in order to

minister consolation to a young man whom he believed to

be in deadly sin.

After reading and reasoning together, they used to talk

au'ain of their adventures ; and after discussing them to no

purpose, they would resume their reading, either together

< ir alone. The young man's understanding gained more and
more strength ; and he would in particular have made very

' •>nsiderable progress in mathematics, if it had not been

lor distracting thoughts of Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves.

He read historicH, but they only made him sad. The
world appeared to him overflowing with wickedness and
misery. In fact History is nothing but a picture of

1 rimes and caTamrties ; the great crowd of harmless and f

] 'caceable men are never visible on its vast stage ; aud
there are no characters but the aml)itious and the obsti-

nately perverse. History seems to give pleasure in much

' Duver^'er do Ilatiraiiiu', n. frioinl of .lansciiiuH, ami one of tho
first i(r(jj>agat<jrM of liis ()|iiiiioii-. in Fiaiioc,
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the same way as Tragedy, wliich languishes if it is not

( animated by violent passions, guilt, and great misfortunes.

I Clio must be armed with the dagger like Melpomene.

Although the history of Finance is as full of horrors as

any other, nevertheless it appeared to him so repulsive at

its commencement, so dry midway, so trivial in later times,

even in those of Henry IV., always so destitute of monu-

ments of greatness, so alien to those brilliant discoveries

which have made other nations illustrious, that he was

forced to struggle hard against weariness in order to read

all those details of obscure calamities concentrated in one

corner of the world.

Gordon thought as he did. It was with a smile of pity

that both of them regarded the matter when the question

was what sovereigns reigned over Fezensac, Fesansaguet,

and Astarac. Such researches, indeed, would be of no

good to anyone but their heirs, if they had any. Tlie grand

ages of the Eoman Republic rendered him for a time

indifferent to all the rest of the earth. The spectacle of

victorious Rome, giving laws to the nations, engrossed his

whole soul. He felt a glow of admiration in contem-

'y( plating this people, who were governed for seven hundred

years by the enthusiasm of liberty and glory.

Thus passed l)y days, weeks, and months; and he might

have counted himself happy in the very haunt of despair,

if he had loved no one.

His kiud disposition was stirred to tender disquietude

when he remembi-red the Trior of Our I^ady of the Moun-
tain, and the affectionate Ma<h'moiselIe Iverkabon.

" What will they think ? " he often repeated, " when tliey

get no tidings from me ? They will deem me an ungrateful

wretcth."

This idea tormented him, and lie pitied those who loved

hini nuuh nitire than he pitied himself.
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CHAPTER XI.

DESCRIBES HOW THE CHILD OF NATUEE's GENIUS WAS
DEVELOPED.

"D EADING enlarges the mind, and an enlightened friend
*-^ can give it comfort. Our prisoner enjoyed both these

advantages, of which he had no suspicion before.

" I am almost tempted to believe in transformations

;

for I have been changed from a bnite into a man."

He formed for himself a choice library, with a part of

his money, over which he was allowed control. His friend

encouraged him to put down his reflections in writing

;

and this is what he wrote on the subject of ancient history :

" I imagine that the nations of the world were for long

like myself, that their progress in knowledge was very

slow, that for many ages their thoughts were so much
taken up by the present moment as to leave very little

room for the past, and none at all for the fut\ire. I have
traversed five or six hundred leagues in Canadawithout find-

ing a single memorial of bygone times ; no one there knows
anything of the doings of his great-grandfather. May we
not see in that the primitive condition of mankind ? The
variety which inhabits this continent seems to me superior
t.i that of the other. They have widened the scope of
xistence for some centuries past by means of arts and
lences. Is that because they have a beard on the thin,

wht-reaH the Creator ha.s denied one to American Indians?
1 cannot believe it, for I find that the Chinese havescarcelv

any beard, and yet they have cultivaUxl the arts for luor.-

than five thousand years. For, indeed, if thev have annals
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extending over four thousand years, it is certain tliat the

nation must have been cousoHdated and flourishing for at

least fifty centuries.

"One feature strikes me particularly in the ancient hisktiy

of China,— it is that almost everything there is probable

and natural. I marvel at it for the mere fact of its con-

taining nothing marvellous.

" Why^iave^'air^other nations assigned to themselves

fabulous origins ? The ancient chroniclers of the history

of France, who are not so very ancient after all, make the

French come from a certain Francus, son of Hector ; the

Romans said that they were the offspring of a Phrygian,'

although there was not a single word in their language

whicli had the least connection with that of Phrygia. The

gods were said to have lived for ten thousand years in

Egvpt, and the devils in Scythia, where they engendered

the Huns. Before Thucydides I find nothing in the way

of history but romances like those of Amadis and his

descendants, and far less entertaining. There are every-

where apparitions, oracles, prodigies, witchcraft, transfor-

mations, and dreams interpreted so as to involve the des-

tinies of the greatest empires or the smallest states. Here

are brutes which speak, there are others which are objects

of worship ; on one side are gods turned into men, on the

other, are men changed into gods. Ah ! If we must have

fables let them be at least emblematic of tnith ! I like

the fables of j)hilo8oi)her8, I smile at those of children, but

I hate those of impostors."

One day ho fell in with a history of tlic Emperor

Justinian, and read therein that somo " Apoodoutes " * of

Const^iutinoplo delivered a decree in very bad Greek

' i.e. a Trojan, nu-anin;,' .I'lm-as.

* " I)l'm uiic<lt!Uturt ' — i;(ii<iraiiiuses : from the Crook Awai?iiiroc=
iine<I>iralc;<l. Tho Thi'<)lo;,McaI I'"acuity of Paris is iii<cM(hMl, whicli

had <en«ure(l, in very had I-aliii, Mai inoiiti'l's " IMisairo."
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against the greatest captain of the age, because that hero

had uttered these words in the heat of conversation

:

" Truth shinesjjy its Q\En-Iight , and^unaaa^ minds gain

no illumination from the fires of the stake."

The " Apaedeutes ''^efe confident that this proposition

was heretical, or savouring of heresy, and that the contrary

axiom was Catholic, of universal application, and good

Greek :
" Human miudsgain illumination only-from the

fires of the stake, and truth could not shine by its own
light." So those "Linostoles"^ condemned several of the

Captain's speeches, and published the condemnation in a

decree.

" "What !

" cried the Unsophisticated, " decrees pubUshed

by those people !

"

" They were not decrees at all," replied Gordon ;
" they

were counter-edicts, at which everybody in Constantinople

laughed, and the Emperor louder than any. He was a

wise prince who had known how to reduce the Apaedeutic

Linostoles to a state of impotence for anything but what

was good. He knew that those gentlemen and many other

' Pastophores '
^ had worn out the patience of the em-

perors who had preceded him with their counter-edicts iu

matters of greater importance."

" He did well," said the Unsophisticated ;
" the Pasto-

phores ought to be upheld, and kept within bounds."

He committed to pen and paper many other reflect ions,

which amazed old Gordon.
" How is this ? " he said to himself. *' Here have I

.spent fifty years in self-instruction, and I fear I shall never

;ic luire the natural good sense of tliis lad, who is almost

a Siivage ! I shudder to think how hard I luive laboured

' "Linostoles"—surpliccd folk: fioni tlie (Ircck Xii<'KTro\oc =
clail in a lonj^ linon rolio.

'' " I'liHtojiliore.s "—idol liearors : from tlio Ciruek jra(rro0»»ooc =
currying tlie image of a gml in a Hlirinc.

F F
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' in bolstering^ up prejudices ; he listens to no other voice

than the simple one of Nature."

The good man had several of those little books of criti-

cism, those periodical pamphlets in which men, incapable

of producing anything themselves, disparage the produc-

tions of others—in which a Vise insults a Racine, and a

Faydit a Fcuelon. The Child of Nature hastily skimmed

a few of them.
" I think," said he, " that such authors resemble certain

gnats, wliich like to lay their eggs in the posteriors of the

finest horses ; it does not prevent them from running."

Our pair of philosophers scarcely deigned to cast their

eyes upon these offscourings of literature.

Soon afterwards they read together the elements of

Astronomy, and the Unsophisticated sent for a celestial

globe ; that grand spectacle filled him with admiration.

" What a hard fate it is," said he, " to begin to know
something of the heavens only after having boon I'olibed

of the privilege of beholding them ! Jupiter and Saturn

revolve in their vast orbits ; millions of suns light thou-

sands of millions of worlds, and in this corner of the earth

ill which I have been cast there are found beings who
deprive me— me, a being who can see and think—of all

those worlds to which my view might have extended, and

even of that one on which it has j)leased God to place me

!

The light, creat^-d for the whole universe, is lost to rae.

No one ever deprived me of it in that norjjiern clime

where I passed my childhot)d and my youth. Had it not

been for you, my dear Gordon. I should be here now in a

state no better than annihilation."
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CHAPTEE Xn.

RELATES "WHAT THE CHILD OF NATURE THOUGHT OF

THE DRAMA.

T^HE Child of Nature resembled one of those harJy
-*- trees which, having sprung up on unpromising

irround. quickly spread abroad their roots and branches

when transplanted to a more favourable soil ; it was very

extraordinary that this soil was in his case a prison.

Among the books which engaged the ample leisure of

the two prisoners were to be found some volumes of

poetry, translations of Greek tragedies, and several French

I'lays. The verses which spoke of love brought at once

pleasure and pain to the soul of the Unsophisticated;

tliey all reminded him of his beloved mistress. The fable

of " The Two Pigeons " ' pierced his heart ; so far was he

from all power of returning to his o'wti dove-cote

!

Moli^re_ enchanted hini, makings him understand the

iiianncrg not only of Paris but of th« human ra<e.

" To which of his comedies do you give the prefer-

» uce ?
"

'• To ' Tartufe,' without a doubt."

"I agree with you," said Gordon; it is a Tartufe"

wlio has cast me into tliis dungooD, and perluips they are

Tartufes who have brought about your misfortune,"

" Wliat do you think of these Greek tragedies ?
"

" Tliat they are good,—for a Greek audience," said the

Insophisticated.

Tint wheu he came to road the modern versions of

' One of La Fontiiine's Fables.* ' i.r., n IiyjioiMito.
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" Iphigenia," " Phaedra," "Andromache," and "Athaliah,"'

he was enraptured ; he sighed, he shed tears ; he soon

knew them by h^art, without intending to learn them.
" Read '^Eodogune,' " said Gordon. " People say that

it is the masterpiece of the modern drama ; the other

plays, which have given you so much pleasure, are of little

value in comparison."

The young man, before he had finished the first page,

exclaimed

:

" This is not by the same author."

" How do you know that ?
"

" I cannot tell, but these verses delight neither my ear

nor my heart."

" Oh, the versification is of no consequence," said

Gordon.

The Child of Nature replied

:

" Why, then, is it written in verse?"

After having read the play very attentively, with na
other purpose than that of getting as much pleasure as

possible out of it, he looked at his friend without a tear,

but with an air of surprise, and did not know what to say.

At last, when urged to describe what he had felt, he

answered as follows

:

*' I hardly understood the beginning ; I was disgusted

with the middle ; the last scene I found very affecting,

though it seems to me rather improbable. None of the

1 hanicters interest nie, and I do not remember twenty

lines— I, who remember them all when they give me
pleasure."

" And yet that play is reckoned the best we have."

*• If that is so," rcj)lied he, "It may bo like a good many
]>eoplo who occupy places to which they have no right.

' TlioHc aro all tro^odioH l»y Kocino. See " Kacino'n Dramatic
W'oiku," in noliii'H Standuril Lilnury.
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After all, it is a matter of taste ; mine can hardly yet be

properly formed. I may be mistaken, but you know that

I am in the habit of saying what I think, or, rather, what

I feel. I suspect that the judgment of society is often

influenced by illusion, fashion, and caprice. I have spoken

as^ Natut-e promptedJif may be that in vny case Nature

is very imperfect ; but it is also possible that her dictates
Y'''^

may sometimes be too much neglected by the majority of

mankind."

Then he recited some lines from " Iphigenia," with which

his memory was well stored, and though his elocution was

poor, he put so much truth and expression into his voice

that he made the old Jansenist weep. After that he read

" Cinna" ; ^ he shed no tears, but his admiration was excited

to a high pitch.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE FAIR MADEMOISELLE SAINT-TVES ODES TO

VEBSAILLES.

"XT rilTLST our unfortunate young friend was gaining

* * more culture than consolation, whilst his genius, so

long stifled, was unfolding itself with such rapidity and

vigour, and whilst Nature, gradually growing to perfection

within him, was making him some amends for the buffets

of Fortune,—what had become of the Prior and his kind

sister, and of the beautiful Mademoiselle Saint-Yves, n(^w

m the secluHion of the cloister? During the first mouth

' " ("Iiiiih'' is one of Coriieillc'H liiicst jilays. It wivs puljlishoil in
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they were uneasy, and ere tliey had completed the third

they were overwhelmed with anxiety ; false surmises and

ill-founded reports kept them in constant alarm. At the

end of six months they beheved him to be dead. At last

the Prior and Mademoiselle de Kerkabon learned by a

letter dated some time back, which a gentleman of the

King's body-guard had written to his family in Brittany,

that a young man, who, as described, resembled the Un-
sophisticated, had arrived one evening at Versailles, but

that he had been taken away in the course of the night,

and, since that time, nothing more had ever been heard of

him by anyone.
" Alas !

" exclaimed Mademoiselle de Kerkabon, " our

nephew must have committed some indiscretion and got

himself into a troublesome scrape. He is young, he is a

Breton, he cannot know how one ought to behave at Court.

My dear brother, I have never seen either Versailles or

Paris ; this is a good opportunity. We shall perhaps

recover our poor nephew ; he is our brother's son, and it is

our duty to succour him. "Who knows if we may not

succeed at last in making a sub-deacon of him, when the

fire of youth has died down ? He had a great thirst for

all branches of knowledge. Do you remember how he

ivHed to argue over the Old and New Testaments ? We
are responsible for his soul ; we it was who had him
christened. His beloved mistress, Mademoiselle Saint-

Yves, weeps all day long. Indeed we must go to Paris.

If be is hidden in one of those haunts of vicious i)leasure

of which I have heard so many strange stories, wo will

rescue him." The Prior was touched with his sister's

Words ; ho wont to see the Bishoj) of Saint-Malo, who had
bapli.sed the Huron, and sought his couutenance and

advice. The Prelate (juite aj)proved of the exjiedition ; he

gave the Prior letters of recommendation to Father de La
Chuiue, the King's Confessor, who occupied the first
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position in the realm, to Harlay, Arclibisliop of Paris,

^

and to Bossuet, Bishop of Meaux.

At length the brother and sister took their departure.

But, on their arrival in Paris, they found themselves lost

and bewildered in a vast labyrinth, without a clue to lead

them in and out. Their means were slender, and they

were forced to hire conveyances every day to make what

discoveries they could—and they discovered nothing.

The Prior presented himself at the house of the Keverend

Father de La Cliaise ; he was engaged with Mademoiselle

de Tron, and could not give audiences to priors. He
called at the gate of the Archbishop's palace ; that Prelate

was in close conference with the beautiful Mademoiselle

de Lesdiguicres touching the interests of the Church. He
hastened to the country house of the Bishop of Meaux ; he

was engaged in examining, with Mademoiselle de Mauk'on,

the mystical love of Madame Guyou." However, he suc-

ceeded at last in getting those two Prelates to grant him
an audience ; but both of them declared that they could

not interfere in his nephew's case, inasmixch as he was not

a sub-deacon.

Last of all he saw the Jesuit, who received him with

open arms, and protested that he had always had a par-

ticular regard for him, though they had never met before

;

he assured him that his Society had always been strongly

attached to the people of Lower Brittany.

" But," continued he, " has not your nephew the mis-

fortune to be a Huguenot ?
"

' FraiKj-oifl tic Harlay dc Chanvalon, Arcliliisliop of Paris from

1(170 to Ki!).").

^ Madame (Juyon, tlic cmiiR'iiL fXi)omMit of the views of the

t-viuictists, ami the frioml of I'Yncloii, .suhmitted her writings io a
Koyal Commission jiresidetl over by IJossuot, and promised to

ilistain from furtliersincidationon eertain speeitied subjects. One
III her works wiuh a mystiial interpretation of tiieSungof Sohmion.
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" Certainly not, Reverend Father."

" Is he not a Jansenist, then ?
"

" I can assure your Reverence that he is scarcely a

Christian ; it is only about eleven months since we had

him baptised."

"That is well! That is well! He shall have our best

attention.—Is your benefice one of much value ?
"

"Oh, no! A very small affair—and my nephew costs

us a good deal."

" Are there any Jansenists in your neighbourhood ?

—

Be well on yoiir guard against them, my dear Prior, they

are more dangerous than Huguenots and Atheists."

" Reverend Father, we have none at all ; at our Lady of

the Mountain they do not even know what Jansenism

means."
" So much the letter. Go, and rest assured that I will

do my best for you."

He took a cordial leave of the Prior, and thought no

more about the matter.

Time flowed on. The Prior and his good sister began

to be in despair.

Meanwhile the abominable Magistrate was pressing for-

ward the marriage of his simpleton of a son with the beauti-

ful Mademoiselle Saint-Yves, who had been brought out of

tlie (.•onvont for that very purpose. She still loved her dear

godson as much as she detested the husband assigned to

her. The insult of being put into a convent increased her

pausion ; the command to marry the Magistrate's son

brought her fei'Iings to a height, lii'gret, tenderness, and

horror agitated her soul. The love of a young girl, as

everyone knows, is far more ingenious and far bolder than

the family affection of an old prior and an aunt of five-

aud-furly summers. Moreover she had imbilied many
roiniLntic ideas in the convent from tlie novels which she

had rend on the sly.
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The fair Mademoiselle bethought herself of the letter

which had been sent to Lower Brittany by one of the

King's body-guard, and which had been so much talked of

in the province. She determined_to__go_hexself to get in-

formation at Versailles, to throw herself at the feet of the

King's Ministers, if her aflBanced husband should be in

prison, as was reported, and to obtain justice on his behalf.

Something or other secretly told her that nothing is refused

at Court to a pretty damsel ; but she little knew at what

cost.

Having taken her resolution, she experienced a sense of

peace and consolation. She no longer flouted her silly

suitor ; she smiled upon the detestable father-in-law,

fondled her brother, and diffused a spirit of cheerfulness

through the house. Then, on the day appointed for the

ceremony, she secretly took her departure, at four o'clock

in the morning, carrying with her all her little wedding

presents and whatever else she could gather together.

Her scheme had been so well executed, that she was already

more than ten leagues away, when, about noon, her

chamber was entered and found empty. Great was the

surprise and great the consternation ! The Magistrate,

who was a mere mark of interrogation, put more questions

that day than he had asked the whole week before ; the

bridegroom seemed more stupid than ever. The Abbe de

Saint-Yves, in his anger, resolved to go after his sister

post-haste; the Magistrate and his son volunteered to

accompany him, and so Destiny drove almost all that

ilistrict of Lower Brittany to Paris.

The beautiful Madornoi.st'lle Saint-Yves was quite pre-

pared fur pursuit. Slie was on horseback, and shrewdly

inquired of all the post-boys if they had seen anything of

;i fat abla;, a pondcroiis magistrate, and a young hool)V

liMtrying along the road to Paris. Finding on the third

fl.iv that (hey wore not far off she took a different road.
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and was clever aud fortunate enough to arrive at Ver-
sailles, while a vain search was being instituted for her in

Paris.

But how was she now to behave at Versailles ?—young
and beautiful, without counsel or support, a stranger, and
exposed to perils on every hand, how could she dare to go

in search of one of the King's body-guard ? She bethought

herself of applying to some Jesuit of inferior grade, for

there were some of them to be found for all conditions of

life. As the Creator, said they, had assigned various sorts

of food to different kinds of animals, so He had given the

King his own private Confessor, whom all such as were

soliciting good appointments were accustomed to call

" the Head of the Galilean Church." Then came the

Confessors of the Princesses ; the King's Ministers had

none at all,—they were not such fools. There were Jesuits

for the general public, and, what was of more importance,

there were Jesuits for ladies' maids, from whom they

learned their mistresses' secrets, and that was no small

service to the Society. The fair Mademoiselle Saint-Yves

addressed herself to one of these last, whose name was

Father Tout-u-tous (All-things-to-all-men). To him she

made her confession, related her adventures, her present

situation, and the dangers to which she was eximsed. and

cntreatc'i him to find her a lodging with some pious female

who might shelter her from temi)tation.

Fatht;r Tout-a-tous committed her to tho care of one of

his most trustworthy jieuitents, the wife of an oflicer of

the Buttery. No sooner was she estjiblislu'd then' than

she exerted herself to win the confidence and friendship of

her hostess. She gained intijlligenee of the Breton guards-

iiuin, and got him asked to come to tho house. On learning

liom him that Iht lovtr had been carried off aftt'r having

had an interview with a certain head-clerk, she lost no

timr in paying the latter a visit. The sight of a fair



THE CHILD OF NATURE. 4-13

female made him milder, for it must be admitted that

women have been created for no other purpose than to

tame the ruder sex.

So the quill-driver, moved to compassion, told her

everything.

" Your lover has been in the Bastille for nearly a year,

and without your help he mav, perhaps, remain there all

his life."

Mademoiselle Saint -Yves was so affected that she

fainted. When she recovered her senses, the knight of the

pen addressed her thus

:

" I have not enough influence to do good ; all my power is

limited to doing some harm occasionally. Take my advice

and call upon Monsieur de Saint-Pouange, who does both

good and evil, cousin and favourite of Monseigneur de

Louvois. That Minister has two souls : Monsieur de

Saint-Pouange is one of them, and Madame Dufresnoy is

the other, but she is not at Versailles just now. You
have nothing to do but to secure the goodwill of the

patron I have mentioned."

The lovely Mademoiselle Saint-Yves, divided between a

little joy and a great deal of sorrow, between faint hoj^es

and disheartening fears, pursued by her brother, idolising

her lover, drying her tears and then weeping again, feeble

and trembling, yet taking frosli courage, hastened to the

house of Monsieur de Saint-Pouauge.
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CHAPTER XIV.

MENTAL PROGRESS OF THE CHILD OF NATURE.

'T^HE Unsophisticated made rapid advancement in the

-^ various branches of knowledge, and, above all, in the

knowledge of man. The cause of this rapid development

of his mind was due almost as much to his savage training

as to his intellectual capacity ; for, having learned nothings

in his childhood, he had imbibed no prejudices ; his

understanding not having been warped by error had

y remained perfectly straightforward. He saw things as

they actually were, whereas the ideas communicated to us

in (rhildhood make us see things as they are not all our

life long.

" Your persecutors are detestable," said he to his friend

Gordon. " I pity you for being the victim of oppression,

but I pity you also for being a Jansenist. Every sect

appears to me to be a rallying point of error. Tell me if

there are any sects in Geometry ?
"

" No, my dear child," said the good Gordon, with a sigh
;

" all men are of one mind on truth, when it is proved, but

tliey arc sa^lly divided about truths that are obscure."

" Say, ralhrr, about obscure falsehoods. If there were

a single truth hidden under your heap of arguineiits, so

often sifted through bo many apes, it could not fail to

have been brought to light, and the whole world would

liave Ihm'h agreed, at any rate, on that point. If this

trutli was as ueceHsary to us as the huu is to the earth, it

would ]jo e(jually luminous. It is an absurdity ; it is an

insult to Iiuinan nature; it is an ouTrago against the

In6Dito and Suprt'iiie Being to say that there is any truth
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of essential importance to mankindr-vdiTCferdrod has chosen

to keep secret/'

All that was said by this ignorant young fellow, taught

only by Nature, made a deep impression upon the mind of

the unfortunate old scholar.

" Can it really be true," he exclaimed, " that I have

made myself miserable for extravagant fancies ? I am,

indeed, far surer of my unhappy situation than I am of

effectual grace. I have spent my life in reasoning upon

divine and human freedom, but I have lost my own.

Neither Saint Augustine nor Saint Prosper will ever draw

me out of the pit into which I have fallen."

The Unsophisticated was silent, and then said with

characteristic frankness

:

" Would you have me speak to you boldly and with-

out reserve ? Those who incur persecution for such vain

scholastic disputes seem to me to have little wisdom

;

those who persecute appear to me to be monsters."

The two captives were of one mind about the injustice

of their captivity.

" I am a hundred times more to be pitied than you are,"

said the Child of Nature. " I was born free as the air
;

I had two lives—liberty and the object of my love, and I

am deprived of both. Here we are both of us in chains,

without knowing the reason why, and unable to ask it. • I

have lived twenty years among the Hurons; thej are

<',alled savages l)ecausc they revenge themselves upon their

I'nemies, but they never oppress their friends. Scarcely

had I set foot in France ere I shed ray blood on her behalf
;

it may be that I saved a province, and for reward I find

myself jtlunged into this living tomb, where I should have

died of rage if it had not been for you. Are there no laws,

then, in this country, that men are condemned unheard?

I

I

is not 80 in England. Ah ! it was not against the

I ;iiL,'li?ih that I should have fought !

"
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Thus was his budding philosophy unable to control

nature, outraged in the first of her rights, and giving free

course to her just indignation.

His companion did not contiudict him. Absence always

increases ungratified love, and philosophy is unable to

diminish it. Hercules spoke as often of his dear mistress

as of morals and metaphysics. The more his feoliugs be-

came refined, the greater grew his love. He read some of

the latest novels, but found few of them that expressed the

emotions of his soul. He felt that his heart always went

beyond what he read.

"Ah!" said he,"Ju almost all these authors wit and

art supply the place of nature."

At last, almost "cmconsciously, the good Jansenist priest

became the confidant of his tenderest feelings. Formerly

he had known nothing of love except as a sin of which to

accuse oneself in confession ; he learned to know it now
as a sentiment no less noble than tender, which can elevate

the soul as well as soften it, and sometimes may even

become the parent of virtues. Thus it came to pass, for a

final miracle, that a North American Indian converted a

Jansenist.

CHAPTER XV.

THE BEAUTIFUL MADEMOISELLE SAINT-YVES REJECTS

CERTAIN DELICATE PROPOSALS.

'T^HE bcaiitiful Mademoiselle Saint-Yves, more devoted
"* even than her lover, went then to the house of

Monsieur dc Saint-Pouange, accompanied by the female

friend with whom she was lodging, both of them having

llu'ir faros concealed by their h'xnls. The first object she
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?aw at tlie door was her brother, the Abbe de Saint-Tres,

leaving the house. She was alarmed, but her pious friend

re-assured her.

" It is precisely because he has been speaking against

you that you have the more need to speak for yourself.

Believe me , ijijhis covintry accusations_are always heldJo
be just imless they are speedily confuted.__Besides^ your

presence, unless I am much mistaken, will prove more i

eflBcacious than your brother's words."

However little encouragement a heart that is passion-

ately in love receives, it is daunted by nothing.

When the young lady presented herself in the audience

chamber, her youthful charms, and sweet eyes wet with

tears, attracted the looks of all who were there. Each
fawning sycophant of the Under-Secretary forgot for a

moment the idol of'power, to gaze upon the idol of beauty.

Saint-Pouange invited her into a private room ; she spoke

with graceful emotion, and Saint-Pouange felt touched

;

she trembled, and he relieved her fears.

" Return this evening," said he ;
" your business requires

consideration, and we must talk over it at leisure. There
are too many people here, and each interview has to be
brief ; I must discuss with you, in all its bearings, a matter

that so nearly concerns you."

Thereupon, after complimenting her on her beauty and
good feeling, he bade her come again at seven oclock that

evening.

She did not fail to keep the appointment; her pious

friend accompanied her as before, but she remained iu the

waiting-room, and read the " Christian Pedagogue," ' while

Saint-Pouange and the lovely Mademoiselle Saint-Yves

wore iu the inner chamber. He began by saying:

' A work liy TItc Outrenian, to which Voltaire alludes witli con

-

temi)t elsewhorf.
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" Would you believe, Mademoiselle, that jour brother

came to ask me for a warrant of imprisonment against

you ? But, indeed, I would rather draw up an order for

him to be sent back to Lower Brittany.

" Alas, sir, warrants of imprisonment must be very libe-

rally dispensed in government offices, when people come

from the most remote corners of the kingdom to beg for

them as if they were pensions. I am very far from wish-

ing to ask for one against my brother ; he has given me
great reason to complain of him, but I respect human
liberty, and I am come to claim it on behalf of a man whom
I wish to marry, a man to whom the King owes the pre-

servation of a province, and one who can be of further use

to him, the son of an officer killed in his service. Of what

crime is he accused? How can he have been treated so

cruelly as to be condemned unheard ?
"

Then the Under-Secretary showed her the letter of the

Jesuit spy and that of the perfidious Magistrate.

" What ! Are there such monsters upon earth ? Is that

the way they would force me to marry the ridiculous son

of a father not only ridiculous but wicked ? and is it on

such information as that that the fate of citizens is here

decided ?
"

She threw herself on her knees, she entreated with sobs

the liberation of the worthy man who adored hor. Her
charms in that state of agitation showed themselves to the

greatest advantage. She was so lovely, that Saint-Pouonge,

losing all sliame, insinuated that she might gain her^bject

if she ])egaii by giving him the first fruits of what she

n-servod for lierTover. The young lady, shocked and con-

fused, pretended for a long time not to understand him,

and he was obliged to exi)lain his meaning more clearly.

A mode of ex|)reH8ion at first somewhat guarded gave rise

t<) one more bold, to be followed in its turn by another

even mjre significant. Nut only tlid he offer to recall the
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order of imprisonment, but lie held out hopes of rewards,

money, honours, and high appointments ; and the more he

promised, the more anxious he became not to be refused.

Mademoiselle Saint-Yves was in tears ; she felt suffo-

cated, as she half reclined uj^on a sofa, hardly believing

what she saw and heard. Saint-Pouange, in his turn, threw

himself upon his knees. He was not without personal

attractions, nor was it possible for him to have so soared a

heart less fully occupied ; but Mademoiselle was devoted

to her lover, and she thought it would be a dreadful crime

to be unfaithful to him in order to serve him. Saint-

Pouange redoubled his prayers and promisea4-iLt last his

head was so far turned that he assured her such was the^
only way of delivering OHt of-prisiuu the liiau iu whom she

took so strong and tender an interest. This strange inter-

view lasted so long that the pious female in the ante-

chamber, as she read her " Christian Pedagogue," said to

herself

:

" Good gracious ! What can they be doing there all

these two hours? Monseigneur de Saint-Pouange never

admitted anyone to so long an audience before
;
perliaps he

has refused to do anything for the poor girl, since she is

still entreating him to help her."

At last her companion came out of the ])rivate apart-

ment in a state of great discomposure, unable to speak a

word, and absorbed in reflections upon tlie character of

those who have either wholly or half ^ichieved greatness

;

who sacrifice so lightly the liberty of men and the chastity

of women.
—

She said not a word all the way back, but wh( n she had

Ireached her friend's house, she burst out all at once, and

told her everything. Tlie pious female made the sign of

the cross again and again.

"My dear friend," said she, "you must consult < ur

director, Fath<'r Toul-ii-tous, to-morrow. He has great

a a
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influence with Monsieur de Saint-Pouansre ; Le confesses

several of the maid-servants bolongiug to his house ; he is

a devout man of an accommodating turn, who also acts as

spiritual guide to ladies of rank and fashion. Give your-

self up entirely to him, that is what I am in the habit of

doing myself, and I have always found the benefit of it.

Vfe poor women need a man to direct us.—Well then, my
dear, I'll go to-morrow, and bring Father Tout-a-tous."

CHAPTER XVI.

SHE ASKS THE ADVICE OF A JESUIT.

TIT"HEN the lovely and disconsolate Mademoiselle Saint-

* * Yves found herself alone with her good Confessor,

she told him in confidence that a statesman as licentious

as he was powerful had proposed to set at liberty him to

whom she was affianced in lawful matrimony, but that he

claimed a high price for this service. She declared that

the idea of such infidelity filled her with horrible repug-

nance, and that if it were only her own life that was con-

cerned, she would rather sacrifice it than submit.
*' What an abominable sinner!" said Father Tout-a-tous.

"It is your duty to tell me the name of this rascally

fellow ; he must be surely some Jausenist ; I will de-

nounce liim to His Reverence Father do La Chaise, who
will have him i)ut into the lodging where the dear one

wliom you are engaged to nuirry now resides."

The poor girl, after much embarrassment and irresolu-

tion, at last mentioned the name of Saint-Pouange.

" MonHeigneur de Saint-Pouange !
" exclaimed the

Jesuit; "ah, 'My daugliter, that quite alters the case; ho
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is a cousin of the greatest Minister we have ever had, a

man of honour, a protector of the good cause, and a good

Christian ; he cannot have entertained such a thought, you

must have misunderstood him."
" No, father, I understood him only too "n'ell ; I am dis-

tracted, and cannot tell what to do ; I have no choice

except between misery and shame ; cither my lover must
remain buried alive, or I must render myself unworth}' to

live. I cannot leave him to perish, and I cannot save him."

Father Tout-a-tous tried to calm her with these soothing-

words :

" In the first place, my daughter, never use that expres-

sion ' my lover
'

; it savours somewhat of the world, and

might displease God ; say ' my husband,' for though he

may not be so yet, you regard him as such, and there is no

more honoui-able title.

" Secondly, although he may be married to you in

imagination and in hope, he is not so in reality ; so you

would not be committing adultery,—a very great sin,

which should always be avoided as much as possible.

" Thirdly, actions ai*e not malignantly cul])able when
the intention is pure, and nothing is more meritorious than

to deliver your husband.
" Fourthly, you have examples in sacred antiquity which

can afford you signal service in regulating your own con-

duct. St Augustine relates ' that under the Proconsul

Si'ptimus Acindynus, in the year of our salvation 340, a

poor man, being unable to render to Caesar the things

that were Cajsar's, was condemned to death, as was only

just, in spite of the maxim : Where there is nothimj the

King loses his rights. The sum in question amounted to a

pound of gold. Now the condemned man had a wife,

upon whi'iii (Jod had bestowed both beauty and ]>rudcnce.

A rich old man promised io give this lady a pound of gold

' See p. 39.
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and even more, on the condition of committing with her

the sin of uncleanness. The lady believed that she did

nothing wrong in thus saving her husband, and St.

Augustine highly approves of her generous self-devotion.

It is true that the rich old sinner cheated her, and her

husband was perhajis hanged all the same ; but she had

done all that was in her power to save his life.

" You may be quite sure, my child, when a Jesuit

quotes St. Augustine, that that Saint must be undoubtedly

in the right. I do not wish to advise jow in this case

;

you are wise and discreet, and it may be presumed that

you will prove yourself of service to your husband. Mon-
seigneur de Saiut-Pouauge is anhonourable man, he will

not cheat you ; that is all I can say. I will pray to God
for you, and I trust that all will happen as shall be most

to His glory."

The beautiful Mademoiselle Saint-Yves, no less dismayed

by the Jesuit's remarks thau by the Under-Secretary's

proposals, returned to her friend's house in extreme per-

j)lexity. She was tempted to seek a refuge in death, either,

ou the one hand, from the horror of leaving her adorable

lover in dreadful captivity, or, on the other, from the

shame of restoring him to liberty at the cost of that which

she held most precious, and which ought to bo the ex-

clusive possession of that unfortunate lover.

CHAPTER XVII.

IIKU VIUTUK CAUSK8 IIKU SURRENDER.

CTIIE ciitrraled her friend to kill her, but the good
*- ^ woman, wlio was no Ichs indulgent thau the Jesuit,

fcpoUe to her still mon- plainly.
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" Alas," said she, " matters are hardly ever arranged

upon any other terras in this Court, so renowned for its

politeness and gallantry. The m ost paltry-as-well as the y

most important posts are seldom awarded except at the

price now required of you. Listen,—you have inspired me
with feelings of friendship and confidence ; I am free to

confess that, if I had been as strict as you are, my husband
would not be enjoying the little berth on which he depends

for a livelihood ; he knows it, and, so far from being dis-

pleased thereat, he sees in me his benefactress to whom he

is under an obligation. Do you suppose that all who have

been set over provinces, or even over armies, have owed
their honours and good fortune solely to their own merits ?

There are those who have to thank their wives for their

advancement. Military commands are solicited by love,

and high dignities have been given ere now to th« husband

of the fairest of the fair.

" You are in a position in which far more is at stake
;

the question before you is that of restoring your lover to

the light of day, and of giving him your hand in marriage;

that is a sacred duty which you must fulfil. No blame

was ever attached to the beautiful and distinguished ladies

I speak of
;
you will be even applauded, it will be said that

it was the strength of your virtue that permitted this

frailty."

" Alas ! what sort of virtue
!

" exclaimed the fair girl.

" What a labyrinth of iniquity ! What a strange country !

What a way to gain exix'rirnco of life ! A Father de La
Chaise and a ridiculous Magistrate get my lover put into

jirison ; my relations persecute me; no hand is stretched

out to me in my distress except to dishonour me. One
Jesuit has ruined a worthy man, another Jesuit wishes to

nun me. I am liemmcd in on all sides by pitfalls, and the

moment is fast approaching when I shall fall into deepest

misery. I must either kill myself or speak to the King.
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I will throw myself at bis feet when lie passes on his way
to church or to the theatre."

" Tou will not be allowed to approach," said her good

friend ;
" and even if you were so unfortunate as to succeed

in making your voice heard, Monsieur de Louvois and the

Reverend JEatlierde La CMlse migKt bury-yoar in -the

depths of a convent for the remainder of your life."

While this worthy female was thus increasing the per-

plexity of a soul already in despair, and was plunging a

dagger into her heart, a special messenger from Monsieur

de Saint-Pouange arrived with a letter and a pair of lovely

earrings. Mademoiselle Saint-Yves rejected both with

tears of indignation ; but her friend took charge of them
for her.

As soon as the messenger was gone, the confidante read

the letter, in which the two friends were invited to a quiet

sui)per that evening. Mademoiselle vowed she would not

go. Her pious friend wished to make her try on the

diamond earrings. Mademoiselle would not allow it, and

kept up the contest all day. At last, having only her

lover's interest in view, vanquished and almost dragged

along without knowing whither she was being led, she

suffered herself to be taken to the fatal supper party. No
amount of persuasion had been able to induce her to wear

tlio earrings ; her friend however brought them with her,

and fastened them in her ears, agaiust lierwill, just before

tliey sat down to table. Mademoiselle Saint-Yves was so

tnnibled and confused that she let herself be tormented in

this way, and her patron drew therefrom a very favourable

prognostication. Towards the end of the repast the

fliaperon discreetly retire<l. The master of tlie house

then showed lier an order revoking the warrant of im-

priscmment, letters ])afent conferring a handsome pension,

and a caj^tain's commission, nor was he sparing of his

('romises of further favours.
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" Ah !

" said Mademoiselle Saint-Yves, " how I should

love you if you did not wish to be loved so much !

"

At last, after prolonged resistance, sobs, cries, and tears,

worn out with the useless struggle, distracted, and almost

fainting, she was obHged to give way ; and the only con-

solation she had left was her determination to think only

of the TTnsophisticated whilst the cruel seducer pitilessly

reajjed the advantage of the necessity to which she was
reduced.

CHAPTER XVni.

SHE LIBERATES HER LOVER AND A JANSENIST.

A T daybreak she flew to Paris, furnished with an order

^ from the Minister. It is not easy to picture what

passed through her mind during this journey. Let the

reader imagine the feelings of a virtuous and noble soul,

humiliated by its own reproaches, intoxicated with tender-

ness, torn by remorse at having been false to her lover,

yet enraptured with delight at the prospect of delivering

the object of her warmest affection ! Her grief, her con-

flict, and her success divided all her thoughts between

them. She was no longer tlie simple maiden whose ideas

had been confiucd within narrow bounds by a provincial

education. Love and adversity had formed her character.

Sensibility had made as much progress in her as reason

had ma<le in the mind of her unfortunate lover. Girls

learn to feel more readily than men learn to think. Her
adventure had taught lier more than four years in a

convent would have done.

Her drcHH was one <)f exlrcnn- siiiipli(il\ . She saw with

hiMTor tlie trappings in whidi she had boon arrayed to
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appear before lier cruel benefactor; sbe bad left ber

diamond earrings for ber companion, -R-itbout anotber

look at tbem, Abasbed, and, as it were, spell-bound,

idolising tbe Cbild of Nature, and abborring berseK, slie

came at last to tbe gate of

" Tliat frowning fortress, where grim Vengeance reigns.

Which crime and innocence alike contains." '

Wben it was necessary for ber to leave tbe carriage ber

strengtb failed her, and sbe bad to be assisted out of it

;

witb a tbrobbing beart, tearful eyes, and a look of dismay

sbe entered tbe prison. On being introduced to tbe

Governor, sbe tried to speak to bim, but ber voice died

away into silence ; sbe sbowed ber order, and managed
witb difficulty to utter a few articulate words. The
Governor liked bis prisoner, and was very glad that be was

to be set free. His beart bad not been rendered callous

like those of some of bis honourable fellow-gaolers, who,

thinking only of tbe gains to be derived from the custody

of their captives, founding their fortunes upon their

victims, and living by the misery of others, secretly gloat

witb hideous joy over the tears of the distressed.

He invited tbe prisoner to come and see him in his own
(juarters. There the two lovex's met each other, and b(4li

fainted from the violence of their emotions. The lovely

Mademoiselle Saint-Yves long remained motionless and

inanimat<' ; her lover's spirit soon revived.

" Tbis lady lu're is apj)areutly your wife," said the

Governor; "you <lid not tell me that you were married I

am informed tliat it is to ber generous eil'orts that you owe
y<'\ir resf oration to liberty."

" Ah ! I am unworthy to be his wife," said the beautiful

^'irl, with a faltering voice ; and she f«'ll back onee more in

a Hwoon.

' Voltaire '.s " llcnriotle," chant iv. 4o0-7.
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As soon as she recovered her senses, she held out the

patent for a pension, and the captain's commission. The

Unsophisticated, as much astonished as he was touched,

awoke from one dream only to fall into another.

" Why have I been shut up here ? How is it you have

been able to deliver me ? ^Vliere are the monsters who
plunged me into this dungeon ? You are a divinity who
come down from heaven to succour me."

The lovely Mademoiselle Saint-Yves hung down her

head, looked at her lover, blushed, and the moment after-

wards turned away her eyes, which were suffused with

tears. At last she told him all she knew, and all she had

undergone, except what she would fain have hidden for

ever even from herself, and what any other man than the

Unsophisticated, more used to the ways of the world, and

better versed in the customs of the Court, would have had

no difficulty in divining.

" Is it possible that such a miserable wretch as this

Magistrate can have had power to rob me of my liberty r*

Ah ! I see plainly that there are some men like tlia vilest

vermin, aft ofwTIich can do some harm. But is it possible

that a monk, a Jesuit, tlie King's Confessor, can have con-

tributed to my ruin as much as this Magistrate, without

my being able to imagine under what pretext this execrable

villain has made me the object of his |>orsecutiou ? Has
he represented me to be a Jansenist ? Lastly, liuw was it

that you remembered me ? I did not deserve it, for when

you knew me I was nothing better than a savage. Wliat

!

Did you venture without counsel, and without aid, to

\indertake the journey to Versailles ? You showed your-

self tliere. and my chains were broken ! There must then

be i.n beauty and virtue an invincible charm that can j>ull

down gates of brass and soften hearts of iron !

"

At th«' word " virtue " the b»autiful girl coidd not

restrain her sohs. SSho had no idea how far her virtue had
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been concerned in the crime -with which she reproached

herself.

Her lover continued thus :

" Angel, who hast burst my bonds, if thou hast had
(though I cannot yet comprehend it) enough influence to

procure me justice, cause the same justice to be rendered

to an old man who first taught me to think, as thou hast

taught me to love. Common misfortune has united us ; I

love him like a father, and I cannot live without him any

more than I can without thee."

" I ! Shall I beg a favour of the same mau who ?
"

" Yes, I would fain owe you everything, and owe nothing

to anyone else ; write to this man who is so powerful,

overwhelm me with your acts of kindness, finish what you

have begun, and work another miracle."

She felt that she ought to do all that her lover required

;

she tried to write, but her hand refused to obey her will.

Thrice she began a letter, and thrice she tore it up ; at

last she got it written, and the two lovers left the prison^

after having taken a warm farewell of the aged martyr to

eft'ectual grace.

Desolate in the midst of her happiness. Mademoiselle

Saint-Yves, knowing in what house her brother was lodging,

directed her steps thither ; her lover engaged rooms in the

same house.

They had liardly arrived before her protector sent her

an order for the release of the good old/ Gordon, and
requested a meeting the next day. Thus ^ler dishonour

was ('ounted ou as tlu.'j>rice^of every noble and generous

action which she achieved. Slie regarded witli abliorrence

that custom of selling the li.ipj^inev'ii aaid mitwry of men.

She gave the order of rel<;a8o to her lover, and declined

the a]>poiiiinieiit ma<le l)y her lienefaclor, wliom she c(mld

not H«>e without dying of shame and sorrow. The Llnso-

phisticate(| wouM liave l)ecn uiialile to tear hiuiself from
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her side for anything less than going to give freedom to

a friend, an errand which he flew to execute. As he dis-

charged that duty he reflected on the strange events which

happen in this world, and admired the courageous virtue of

so young a girl, to whom two unfortunate prisoners owed

more than life itself.

CHAPTER XIX.

THE CHILD OF NATURE, THE FAIR MADEMOISELLE SAINT-

YVES, AND THEIR RELATIONS ARE ALL REUNITED.

A/TADEMOISELLE DE SAINT-YVES, generous and
^ ^ estimable in spite of her fall, met once more her

brother the Abl)c, the excellent Prior of the Mountain,

and Madame de Kerlcabon. All were alike astonished, but

their situation and feelings were very different. The
Abbe de Saint-Yves asked pardon at his sister's feet, and
that with tears, for the wrong he had done her, and she

forgave him ; the Prior and his gentle sister wept also,

but it was for joy. The rascally Magistrate and his insuf-

ferable son did not disturb by their presence this touching

scene ; they had taken their departure at the first rumour
of their enemy's release, and hastened to bury in the

obscurity of their native province their folly and their

fear.

The four, agitated by a hundred varied emotions, awaited

the return of the young man with the friend whom he had
gone to release. The Ablu' de Saint-Yves did not dare to

lift his eyes to his sister's face. The kind Madame Ker-

kabnn said more than once

:

" Shall I then see my dear nephew again r
"
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" Yes, you will see him again," said the charming Made-
moiselle Saint-Yves ;

" but he is no longer the same man
that he was ; his demeanour, his tone, his ideas, his mind,

all are changed. He is now as much entitled to respect

as he was formerly artless and inexperienced. He will be

the honour and comfort of your family—would that I

could also be the happiness of mine !

"

" You are no longer the same either," said the Prior

;

" what can have happened to you to cause so great a

change ?
"

In the midst of this conversation the Unsophisticated

arrived, holding his friend the Janseuist by the hand.

The scene then became more novel and interesting. It

began with fond embraces on the part of the uncle and

aunt. The Abbe de Saint-Yves almost fell on his knees

before the Unsoj)histicated, who no longer deserved that

name. The two lovers conversed with each other in looks

that expressed all the tender feelings which penetrated

their hearts. Satisfaction and gratitude beamed on the

countenance of the one, embarrassment was manifest in

the melting and somewhat bewildered eyes of the other.

There was general surprise that she should mingle any

grief with so much joy.

Old Gordon in a few moments endeared himself to all

the faniily^ 'lie had shared the misfortune of the young

l»risoner, and that was a great claim upcni their regard.

He owed hia deliverance to the lovers, and that alone was

enough to reconciTelrim ti> the tender passion ; the harsh-

nesH of his former o]>init)ns vanished from liia heart; he

waH transfornie<l into a man no lef?s than the Huron.

Each of them related his adventures l^efore supper. The

two abb<-s and the aunt listened as children might do

to ghoHt-storicB, an<l like ]>ersons who were all inti-

mately concerned in the disasters of which they heard so

IIIUi'll.
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" Alas !
" said Gordon, " there are, perhaps, more than

five hundred virtuous souls at the present moment held

fast by the same chains which Mademoiselle de Saint-Yves

has shattered for us, and the world knows nothing about

their misfortunes. Plenty of hands are found to strike

the multitude of the unhappy, and rarely is one stretched

out to help " This just reflection increased his emotion

and gratitude. Everything tended to enhance the triumph

of the fair Mademoiselle Saint-Yves ; all admired the firm-

ness and fortitude of her soul. With admiration was

mingled that respect which is involuntarily felt for a
|

person who is believed to have influence in high quarters.

But the Abbe de Saint-Yves said sometimes to himself:

" How has my sister been able to obtain this influence

so quickly ?
"

All in good time they were about to sit down to table,

when, lo and behold, the worthy W(jman who had befriended

her at Versailles drove up, knowing nothing of all that had
taken place since she saw her last. She was in a carriage

drawn by six horses, and it was easy to see to whom it be-

longed. She entered with the imjiosing air of a lady of

the Court who had important business, and, saluting the

company with scant ceremony, drew the beautiful Made-
mt)iselle Saint-Yves apart, and whispered :

" Wliy do you make jK'ople wait so long? Follow me
;

tliere are your diamonds which you forgot to take with

you."

Though slic uttered these words in so low a tone, they

did not escape the ears of the Unsophisticated ; nor did he

fail to catch sight of the diamonds. The brother was
confounded ; tlie uncle and aunt only manifested the

surj)rise of simple; folk who had never before seen such

iniigniriciiice. The young man, wliose cliaracter had been

fctrmed liy a year's reH»'ctious, made some now in spite of

liimsolf, and appeared troubled for a mouieut. His
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mistress perceived it ; a mortal pallor spread itself over

her lovely face, a shuddering fit seized her, and she could

scarcely prevent herself from falling.

" Ah, madam," said she to the friend who had been so

fatal to her peace, " you have destroyed me, you have given

me a mortal wound !

"

These words pierced the heart of the Unsophisticated

;

but, having now learned to control himself, he took no

notice of them, for fear of making his mistiness uneasy

before her brother, but he turned as pale as herself.

She then, perceiving with dismay the change upon her

lover's countenance, led the woman out of the room into a

little passage, and, throwing the diamonds down on the

ground before her, exclaimed :

" Ah ! it was not these jewels which seduced me, as you

very well know ; but the man who gave them shall never

see me again."

Her friend was in the act of picking them up, when the

young lady added

:

*' Let him take them back, or let him give them to you.

Go, do not make me more ashamed of myself than I am
already."

The ambassadress at last withdrew, unable to compro-

heud the remorse of which she was a witness.

The beautiful Mademoiselle Saint-Yves, oi)pressed with

a feeling of sutTocatiou which betokened serious bodily

disorder, was obliged to retire to her bed ; but, in order

not to alarm anyone, she said nothing of what she suffered,

and alleging merely that she felt tired, asked permission

to seek repose. This was only after having relieved the

anxiety of tlie company by rca-ssuring and delusive words,

and after casting a look upon licr lover which sent tire

into his inmost soul.

The suppiT, which huketl (lie aninialion of her presence,

began gravely enough. Imt the gravity was of that inter-
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esting kind which furnishes attractive and useful conver-

sation, vastly superior to the frivolous mirth so much
sought after, and vphich is generally nothing better than a

wearisome babble.

Gordon, in a few words, gave an account of Jansenism

and Molinism; of the persecutions with which one party

overwhelmed the other, and of the obstinacy of both. The
Child of Nature criticised their conduct, and pitied the

men who, not content with the numerous sparks of discord

kindled by their conflicting interests, bring fresh calamities

upon themselves for imaginary ones and unintelligible

absurdities. Gordon related the facts, the other pronounced
judgment ; the rest of the company listened with emotion,

and new light dawned upon them. They then spoke of

the long duration of our misfortunes, and the shortness

of life. It was remarked that eacli prufession had some
peculiar vicFand'danger attached to it, and that all men,
from the prince upon Eii~ffirone' to~"fEe'Ibwesf"T5eggar,

seemed to throw all the blame upon Nature. How is it

that so many men are found ready to jJay the part of

persecutors for so little profit, as the agents and execu-

tioners of others ? With wLat inhuman indifference does

a man in high ])lace sign an order for the destruction of a

whole family, and with what still more barbarous delight

do his hirelings carry it out!

" In my young days," said the good old Gordon, " I saw
a kinsman of the Marshal de Marillic, who, being per-

secuted on account of that illustrious and unfortunate

gentleman, concealed himself in Paris under an assumed
name. He was an old man seventy-two years of age. His
wift'. who accompanied him, was nearly as old. Thev had
a wild rake of a sou, who, when he was fourteen, had run
iiwiiy from his father's house, turned soldier, deserted, and
passed tlirouLjh all the various stages of vice and miserv

;

at last, having taken a false name, be became one of tho
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guards of Cardinal Richelien (for that prelate, like

Mazarin, had a bodj-guard), and he had obtained a

constable's staff in that company of the Cardinal's satellites.

Tliis adventurer was charged with the arrest of the old

man and his wife, and acquitted himself with all the rigour

of one who was anxious to please his master. As he was

leading them along, he heard these two victims deploring

the long train of misfortunes which had followed them from

the very cradle. The father and mother counted among
their greatest calamities the misconduct and loss of their

son. He recognized them as his parents, but none the les.^

for that conducted them to prison, assuring them that His

Eminence must be obeyed in preference to any other

consideration. And His Eminence duly rewarded his

zeal.

" I have seen a spy of Father de La Chaise betray his

own brother, in the hope of a small benefice, which he did

-y not obtain after all ; and I saw him die, not of remorse,

1 but of disappointment at having been deceived by the

^ Jesuit.
' " The office of confessor, which I have long exercised,

has made me intimately acquainted with family secrets.

There is scarcely a single household wliioli I have not found

plunged into bitter mortifications, whilst, all the time,

each member of the family, wearing an outside mask of

hapjiiness, seemed floating on a dunny sea; and I have

always observe<l that the worst vexations ai-e tli**^ £t«it of

i our own ^nordiimte i1e>;ireij
"

/>> "T^or my part," said the Child of Nature, " I thiuk_that

ii noble soul, capable of gratitudt; and aTTection, may pass

a liiuiiiy life ; and I anticipate the enjoyment of felicity

withotit alloy in union with the lovely and generous

MademoiHcUe Saint-Yves ; for I flatter myself," added he,

ufidressing himself to her brother with a friendly smile,

"that you will not refuse me, a< you did last year, and
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that I shall conduct myself in a manner more accordant

with modesty."

The Abbe apologised in confusion for his past behaviour,

and assured him of his unalterable attachment.

His uncle declared that that would be the happiest day

of his life. His kind aunt, enraptured and weeping for

joy, exclaimed

:

" Did I not tell you rightly that you would never be a

sub-deacon ! This sacrament surpasses the other in value.

Would to God that I had been honoured by particii)ating

in it myself ! However, I will fulfil a mother's part

towards you."

Then they all vied with each other in praising Made-
moiselle's tender devotion.

Her lover's heart was too full of what she had done for

him, and he loved her too much, for the incident of the

diamonds to have made any deep impression upon him.

But those words, which lie had heard only too well,

—

" You^^ve.giiea-nieji mortal woundj]*^—still terrifiejcLhim

in secret, and spoiled all his joy j while Ite commenda-
tions that were bestowed upon his charming mistress yet

further inflamed his love. Indeed everyone was occupied

with thinking of her and lu^r only ; nothing was spoken of

but the felicity which those two lovers deserved. They
arranged to live all togtrther in Paris ; they laid schemes of

wealth and prosperity, and gave themselves up to all those

hopes to which the least glimmer of happiness so easily

gives birth. But the Child of Nature, in tlie inmost

recesses of his heart, felt a secret suspicion which dis-

pelled these illusions. He read over again those pro-

mises signed Salnt-Puuange, and the commission sigue<l

Louvois ; thoiie two lutm wore described to him in their

true characti^Ts, or as they were bflicved to lx\ Everyone

.sj>oke of the Ministers and of tlieir functions with that

fiecdora of social intercourse which is regardeiTiiTT^rance

II II
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as the most precious fniit of liberty -which can be tasted

upon earth.

" If I were King of France." said the Child of Nature,
" this is the sort of Minister of War that I would choose.

I would have a man of the highest birth, inasmuch as he

has to give ordcra to the nobility^— I^rould require him to

have been himself- art uflicer, to have been promoted step

by step, till he had reached at leas,t the rank of Lieutenaut-

General, and was Avorthy of being Field-Marshal. For is

it not indispeusable for him to have served in person if he

is to understand })roperly the details of the service ? And
will not the officers obey a hundred times more cheerfully

a warrior, who has given proof of courage like themselves,

than a mere statesman, ,vho at the best can only con-"

jecture the operations of a campaign, however iutelligwut

he may 1 e ? I should not be sorry to have my Minister

generously disposed, though he might thereby cause a

little embarrassment at times lo the Chancellor of the

Exchequer. I should like him to have an aptitude for

work, and yet withal to be distinguished I'y that sprightli-

ness of mind, the mark of a man superior to mere business

routine, which so delights the populace, and renders all

duties less irksome." He desired his ideal Minister to

have this character, since he had constantly observed that

good humour is incompatible with cruelty.

Monsieur de Louvois would not jx;rhaps have satisfied

the wishes of the Unsophisticated ; his merits were of

another order.

But whilst they were at table, the illness of the unfor-

tunate girl took a fatal turn ; it scorned as if fire were in

her veins ; she was si ized with a devouring fever, she

KtjfFert'd torture, l)ut never complained, in her care not to

diuturb the cheerfulnyss of the compan\

.

Her brotlier, knoi^ng that she was not asleep, wont to

the side of tlii' bed, and was surprised at the state in
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which he found her. Everyone hurried into her chamber

;

her lover followed closely upon the brother's footsteps.

He was undoubtedly the most alarmed and distressed of

them all ; but he had learned to join discretion to the

many happy gifts which had been lavishly bestowed upon
him by Nature, and a ready sense of what was becoming
began to assert itself within him.

The nearest physician was immediately fetched. He
was one of those practitioners who pay flving visits, who
confound the disease of the patient they have seen last

with that of the one they see next, and who blindly play

experiments in a science from which the highest maturity

of sound discernment and thoughtful reflection cannot

altogether remove uncertainty and danger. He often

made the evil twice as great as it was before by his haste

in j)rescribing some remedy which happened then to be in

fashion. Fashion even in Medicine ! That folly was only

too common Tn Pans.

The young lady's grief contributed even more than her

]ihysician to render her malady dangerous. Her soul was
jireyiug upon her body. The swarm of thuuiihts which

agitated her carried into her veins a poison more virulent

than that of the most mali'inaut fever.

CHAPTER XX.

DK.VTII OF THE IJEAUTIFUL MADE:«0ISELLE SAINT-YVES,

ANI> ITS CONSEQUENCES.

A NOTHER physician was call.'d in ; but he. instead of
^*- helping Natnre, an.l h-aving her to act freely in a

young constitution in wliirh all tin- organs were K)ath to

part with lifr. diivcttd :ill his (.-llorts towards thwartlug
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his rival's treatment. Recovery -svas hopeless after two

days. The brain, which is considered to be the seat of

the understanding, Tvas attacked as violently as the heart,

which, as "we are told, is the seat of the passions.

What incomprehensible mechanism has subjected the

bodily ' organs to the influence of thought and feeling?

How is it that a single painful idea deranges the whole

current of the blood ? And how is it that the blood, in

its turn, carries its disorders into the human understand-

ing ? What is that unknown fluid, the existence of which

is certain, and which, with greater rapidity and more

active power than light, flies, in less than the twinkling of

an eye, into all the channels of life, producing feelings,

memories, sadness or joy, sound judgment or infatuation,

calling back, to our horror, what we would fain forget, and

making of a rational animal an object of admiration, or a

subject for tears and pity ? '.>

Such were the questions that the good Gordon asked

himself ; but this natural reflection, which men so seldom

make, had no power to impair his sympathy, for he was

not one of those miserable philoso}>hers who force them-

selves to suppress all emotion. He was touched by the

fate of this young girl, as a father might be who sees his

behn'ed child dying by inches. The Abbe de Saint-Yves

was in despair, the Prior and his sister shed torrents of

t<'ar8. But who could picture the condition of her lover ?

No tongue lias j)<)wer to exjiress such a load of agony;

human language is too im]terfect.

Tlie aunt, herself scarcely alive, was holding the head

of the dying girl in her feeble arms; her brotlier was

Icneeling at t!ie foot of the bed ; her lover squeezed her

liaiid, :iiid l)atlie(l it wifli tears, as lie broke into sobs. He
called her his good jirovideiice, his hope, his life, the half

of liiniself, his sweetheart, and his wife. At the word
" wife" she bighcd, gazed al him with iiien"iil)le tentleniess.
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and suddenly uttered a cry of horror ; then in one of those

intervals, wherein the heavy slumber of the senses and the

suspension of suffering leave the soul a little space to

recover freedom and strength, she exclaimed :

" I your wife ! Ah, my dear lover, that name, that hap-

piness, that prize were never destined for me ! I am
dying, and I deserve my fate. object of my heart's

devotion, whom I have sacrificed to infei*nal demons, it is

all over with me, I have received my punishment, and you

—may you live and be happy !

"

This touching and terrible language was incompre-

hensible, but it pierced their hearts with alarm and tender

concern. She had the courage to explain herself. Each

word made all who heard her shudder with astonishment,

j)aiu, and pity. They were unanimous in detesting the

man in power who had redressed a horrible act of injustice

only l^ a crime, and who had forced the innocence that

was most worthy of respect to be his accomplice.

" "VVlio ? Is it yourself whom you call guilty ? " said

her lover. " No, that indeed you are not. Crime can only

exist in the lieart. What you suffered was for virtue and,

for me."

He su}>ported this opinion by language which seemed to

luring back life to the lx;autiful Mademoiselle Saint-Yves.

She felt comforted, and was astonished to find herself still

l)eloved. Ohl Gordon would have condemned her in the

• lays when he was a Jan.senist and notTnng more ; but,

having become wise, he esteemed her, and wi'j)t.

Ill the midst of all these t^'ars and terrors, while the

danger that threatened a iliimsel so beloved filled nil their

liearts willi constt.'rnation, a messenger from the Court

was anntiuncpd. A mt.'Hs»>nger ! From wh<mi, and why?
ir«' brought a letter from the King's Confessor to the

Trior of the Mountain. It wjus not Fathv;r do Ijji Chaise

who wTote, but J^ruthcr V^idl)led, his valet and factotum, a

II II 1
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personage of great influence at that time, for it was he

who communicated to the Archbishops the wishes of the

Eevereud Father, gave audience to suitors, and promised

them fat livings, and he it was who sometimes secured the

execution of secret warrants of imprisonment. He wrote

to the Abbe of the Moiintain that His Reverence had been

informed of his nephew's adventures; that his incarceration

was due to a mistake ; that such little accidents frequently

occurred, and should not be regarded as anything extra-

ordinary ; and lastly, that it would be desirable for the

Prior to come and present his nephew to Tiim on the

morrow, bringing with him the good old Gordon, and

Brother Vadbled engaged to introduce them to His

Reverence and to Monsieur de Louvois, who would have a

word or two to say to them in his antechamber.

He added that the King had been told all about the

Unsophisticated, and about his fight with the English

;

that His Majesty would certainly deign to notice him in

l^assing along the gallery, and might, perhaps, even*honour

liim with a nod. The letter concluded by holding out

Uatteriug hopes that all the ladies of the Court would be

auxiuus to admit his nephew to their early receptions, that

many amongst them would address him by name and bid

him good morning, and that without a doubt he would

form a jn-ominent tojiic of conversation at the royal suii]>er

table. The letter was signed " Your aft'ectiouate Vadbled,

Je.suit Brother."

Tlie Prior having road the letter aloud, his nephew,

enraged though he was, curbed liis anger for a moment

and said nothing to the bearer, but. turning towards the

com])uniun of his misfortunes, asked him what ho thought

of th;kt style. Gordon replied

:

" Tliat is just tlu'ir way ; tln-y treat men like monkeys,

bi-atin-^' th<'in and making thom rtarifc!
"

Tlif CliilJ uf Nature, recovering his true character.
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which always comes back when the soul is strongly moved,
tore the letter to pieces and flung them in the messenger's

face, saying

:

" There ! That is my answer."

The uncle, frightened out of his wits, thought he saw a

thunderbolt and twenty secret warrants of imprisonment

falling on his nephew's head. He hastened to write and
excuse, as well as he could, what he took for the ungovern-

able fury of a young man, but what was in reahty the

outburst of a generous soul.

But more painful anxieties soon took possession of all

hearts. The beautiful and unfortunate Mademoiselle

Saint-Yves abeady began to feel her end approaching.

She was calm, but it was with that terrible calmness of

exhausted nature which has no longer the strength to

struggle.

" O, • my dear lover I
" said she, in faltering tones,

" death comes to punish me for my frailty ; but I die with

the consolation of knowing that you are free. It was
through my devotion to you that I betrayed you, and in

bidding you farewell for ever my heart is still yours."

She did not affect any vain fortitude ; she had none of

that miserable ambition which would fain give occasion to

friends and neighbours to say, " She died with courage."

Who, at twenty years of age, could lose her lover, her life,

antl what the Avorld calls honour, without heart-rending

regrets ? She felt all the horror of her situation, and

showed that she felt it by those words and dying looks

which speak with such commanding force. To be brief,

she wrpt like those around her, wheiit-'ver she had strength

enough to do so.

Let others seek to praise tlie disdainful deaths of those

who face dissolution with indifference ; this is the way
with all tlie lower animals. Such apathy is only natuml

with us when age or disease renders us like them by
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stupefpug our intellectual organs. "Whoever experiences

a great loss is conscious of great regret, and if he stifles it,

it is only because he carries vanity even into the arms of

Death.

When the fatal moment arrived, all who looked on shed

tears and cried aloud. The Unsophisticated lost the use

of his senses. Strong souls have far more violent feelings

than others, when they are tender as well. Tlie good

Gordon knew him well enough to dread that, when he

came to himself, he might rush upon self-destruction. All

weapons were removed out of his reach ; the unhappy

young man perceived what was being done, and said to his

relations and to Gordon, without a sigh, without a gi'oan,

or any other sign of emotion

:

" Do you think now that there is anyone on earth who
has either the right or the power to prevent me from

putting an end to my life ?
"

Gordon wisely refrained from parading before him those

tedious commonplaces by which men have attempted to

prove that we are forbidden to use our liberty in ceasing

to exist when things are at their worst, tliat it is unlawful

to leave one's house when it is no longer possible to remain

there, that man is placed upon this earth like a sentinel on

duty ; as if it mattered a whit to the Supreme Being

whether the conjunction of some particles of matter won
in one place or anotlicr ! Fe('])le reasons, to which a reso-

lute aud profound despair disdains to listen, and to which

Cato gave no other answer tlian the dagger's thrust.

The gloomy and trrriblc silence of the Unsophisticated,

his melancholy (•y<'.s, his quivering lips, and shaking liml)8,

moved the hearts of all those who looked upon him with

that mixture of fear and comj)a8sion which enchaiuB all the

powers of tlie .soul, which excludes all connected discourse,

and ilisplays itself only in br()ken accents. The lady of

the house and her family had hastened to join the others
;
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they trembled at his despair, keeping him in sight and
watching all his movements. The ice-cold corpse of the

l)eautiful Mademoiselle Saint-Yves had already been carried

into a hall below, far from her lover's sight ; he seemed to

he searching for her still, although he "was no longer in a

condition to see anything.

In the midst of this scene of death, while the body lay

displayed at the open door of the house, -whiie two priests,

one on either side of a vessel of holy water, were repeating

prayers in an absent sort of way, the passers by mechani-

cally sprinkling a few drops of holy water upon the bier,

or else pursuing their way with indifference, while relatives

and friends were weeping, and her lover was on the point

of taking his own life, Saint Pouange arrived with the lady

from Versailles.

His passing tast€, having been only once gratified, had

changed into amorous ardour. The refusal of his presents

had piqued his pride. Father de la Chaise would never

have dreamed of visiting that house ; but Saint-Pouange,

having ever before his mind's eye the picture of the beau-

tiful Mademoiselle Saint-Yves, and eager to assuage a

passion which a single indulgence had seemed only to

intensify with a sharper goad of desire, felt no hesitation

in going himself in search of one whom he would not per-

haps have cared to see again a third time, if she had come

to him of her own accord.

He 8tepi)ed down from his carriage ; the first object

which met his sight was a bier, and he turned away his

fves witlj the mere disgust of a man devoted to j)leasurr.

who thinks he ought to be spared every spectacle which

recalls to him the consideration of human misery. He
was about to walk upstairs, when the lady of Versailles

iin]uired, out of curiosity, who was going to be buried.

Till- nam*; of Madenioisflle dc Saint-Yves was mentioned,

and at that name she turnctl pal<' and gave a dreadful
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scream. Saint-Pouange turned hack, pierced to the soul

with paiuful surprise. The good old Gordon stood there,

his eyes filled with tears ; he interrupted his orisons to tell

the courtier all about the horrible catastrophe, and he

spoke to hiin with all the authority which virtuous indig-

nation can confer. Saiut-Pouauge was not naturally v\acked

;

his soul liad been swept away in the toi'rent of business

and pleasures, and had not yet learned to examine itself.

He had not reached the threshold of age, which generally

^rdcus the hearts of statesmen. He Jistgned^to^GrOrdaa

^th downcast looks, and wiped away a few tears which he

was astonished to find start to his eyes: he felt the stings

of remorse. ~~ '

~

" I have a strong wish to see this extraordinary: mAn,"

said he, " of whom you speak ; he has moved my com-

|>assion almost as much as this innocent victim of whose

death I am guilty."

Gordon brouglit him nto the chamber where the Prior

and his sister, the Abbe de-,Saint-Yves, and some neigh-

bours were recalling to life thfc young man, who had fallen

into another swoon.
*' I have been the cause of your unhappiness," said the

Under-Secretary ;
'* I will devote my life to making

reparation."

The first idea that occurred to the Child of Nature was

to kill him, and afterwards to kill himself. Nothing could

Ije more just and proper, but he was without arms and

closely watched. ISaint-Pouange was not discouraged by

refusals, accompanied by the rejiroaches, scorn, and horror

which he had so richly deserved, and which were showered

>ipon him without stint. But time tempera all things.

Monsieur dc liouvois succeeded ere long in making an

excellent olliccr of the Unsophisticated, who entered the

army and ;i|-|M'are<l in Paris under another name; he

gained till.' estoeni of :ill good peoj)]e, and tlistinguishe 1
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himself for courage at once as a soldier and as a philo-

sopher.

He could never allude to his loss without emotion, and

yet he found some consolation in speaking of it. He
cherished the memory of his tenderly devoted mistress to

the last moment of his life. The Abbe de Saint-Yves and
the Prior obtained each a good living ; the latter's excel-

lent sister liked better to see her nephew decorated with mili-

tary honours than his being even a sub-deacon. The pious

lady of Versailles kept the diamond earrings, and received

another handsome present besides. Father Tout-a-tous

had packets of chocolate, coffee, sugar candy, and crystal-

lised fruits, together with the " Meditations of the Reverend

Father Croiset " and " The Flower of Sanctity," ' both

bound in morocco. The good Gordon lived with the Child

of Nature, until his death, in the closest friendship; he

too was promoted to a benefice, and forgot all about

effectual grace and concomitant concurrence. He took for

his motto

:

How many honest folk there are in this world who might
say : Misfortune is good for noDiing !

' A work of edilication by the Jesuit Kibadcacira.
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Faro.

Vol. II. — Card Games: —
Whist, Solo Whist, Poker, Piquet,

Ecart^, Euchre, Bezique, Crib-

bage, Loo, Vingt-et-un, Napoleon,
Newmarket, Pope Joan, Specula-
tion, &c., &c.

BOND'S A Handy Book of Rules
and Tables for verifying Dates
with the Christian Era, &c. Giving
an account of the Chief Eras an3
Systems used by various Nations ;

with the easy Methods for deter-

mining the Corresponding Dates.

By J. J. Bt.nd. 5/.

BONOMI'3 Nlne7eh and its

Palaces. 7 riatcs and 294 Wood-
cut Illustr.iti'jni.. 5j.

BOSWELL'3 Life of Johnson,
with the TouK in tiik HEBRiLRi
and JOHNSONIANA. Edited !>y

the Rev. A. Napier, M.A. Wiih
Frontispiece to each vol. 6 vols.

3^. 61/. each.

BRAND'S Popular Antiquities
of EnglEind, Scotland, and Ire-

land. Arranged, revised, and
greatly enlarged, by Sir Henry
Ellis, K.H., F.R.S., &c., &c. 3
vols. 5^. each.

BREMER'S (Frcderika) Works.
Translated by Mary Howitt. 4
vols. 3^. 6c/. each.

BRIDGWATER TREATISES,
Bell (Sir Charles) on the Hand.
With numerous Woodcuts. 5;.

Khfby on the History, Habits,
and Instincts of Animals.
Edited by T. Rymer Jones.
With upv?ard3 of too Woodcuts.
Vol. I., 51. \"ol. II. out of print,

Kidd on the Adaptation of 1 x-

temal Nature to the Physical
Condition of Man. 3^. 6d.

Chalmers on the Adaptation
of External Nature to the
Moral and Intellectual Con-
stitution of Man. 5^.

BRINK (B. ten) Early EngUsh
Literature. By Bernhard tea

Brink. Vol. I. To Wyclif. Trans-
lated by Horace M. Kennedy.
3J. Gd.

Vol. II. Wyclif, Chaucer, Ear-
liest Drama Renaissance. Trans-
lated by W. Clarke Robinson,
Ph.D. 3J. 6d.

Vol. III. From the Fourteenth
Century to the Death of Surrey.

Edited by Dr. Alois Brandl.
Trans, by L. Dora Schmitz.

3^- (xi-

Five Lectures on Shake
speare. Tr.ins. by Julia Frankhc.
3J. 6J.

BROWNE'S (Sir Thomas)Worki
Edited by Simon Wil'^in. 3 voU.
3x. 6(/. each.
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BURKE'S Works. 8 %ols. 3^. dd.

each.

I.—Vindication of Natural So-

ciety—Essay on the Sub-

lime and Beautiful, and

various Political Miscel-

lanies.

II.— Reflections on the French
Revolu.ion — Letters re-

lating to the Bristol Elec-

tion— Speech on Fox's

East India Bill, &c.

III.—Appeal from the New to the

Old Whigs—On the Na-

bob of Arcot's Debts

—

The Catholic Claims, &c.

IV.—Report on the Affairs of

India, and Anicles of

Charge against Warren
Hastings.

V.—Conclusion of the Articles of

Charge against Warren
Hastings— Political Let-

ters on the American War,
on a Regicide Peace, to

the Empress of Russia.

VI.—Miscellaneous Speeches —
Letters and Fragments

—

Abridgments of English

History, &c. With a

General Index.

VII. & VIII.— Speeches on the Im-

fcachment of Warren
lastings ; and Letters.

With Index.

Life. By Sir J. Prior. 3;. 6(/.

BURNEY. The E irly Diary

of F.*nny Burney (Madame
D'ArbUy), 1703-1778. Wi'h

;i selection friMii her C.orroipond-

cncc and from the Journals of

her sisters, Susan and Charlotte

Burney. Edited by Annie R.iinc

Ellis. 2 V..U. y. 6J. each.

Evelina. By Frances Burney

(Mme. D'Arblay). With an In-

iKKluctiun and Notes by A. R.

i;ni». 3». 6i/.

BURNEY'S Cecilia. With an In-

troduction and Notes by A. R.

Ellis. 2 vols. y. 6./. each.

BURN (R) Ancient Rome and
its Neighbovirhood. An Illus-

trated Handbook to the Ruins in

the City and the Campagna, for

the use of Travellers. By Robert

Burn, M.A. With numerous

Illustrations, Maps, and Plans.

7;. 6d.

BURNS (Robert), Life of. By

J. G. Lockhart, D.C.L. A
new and enlarged Edition. Re-

vised by William Scott Douglas.

y.6J.

BURTON'S (Robert) Anatomy of

Melancholy. Edited by the Rev.

A. R. Shilleto, M.A. With In-

troduction by A. H. Bullen, and

full Index. 3 vols. y. 6d. each.

BURTON (Sir R. F.) Personal

Narrative of a Pilgrimage to

Al-Madlnah and Mecoah. By
Captain Sir Richard F. Burton,

K.CM.G. W^ith an Introduction

by Stanley Lane- Poole, and all

the original Illustrations. 2 vols.

3^. 6d. each.

*,• This is the copyright edi-

tion, containing the author's latest

notes.

BUTLER'S (Bishop) Analogy oi

Religion, Natural and Revealed,

to the Constitution and Course of

Nature ; together with two Dis-

sertations on Personal Identity and

on the Nature of Virtue, and

Fifteen Sermons, y. 6J.

BUTLER'S (Samuel) Hudlbras.

With Variorum Noies, a Bio-

graphy, Porltait, anJ 2S Illus-

trations. 5^.

or, further Illustrated with 60

Outline Portraits. 2 vols. 5j.

each.



Contained in Bohn^s Libraries. 5

CJESAK. Commentaries on the
Galllo and Civil Wars, Trans-

lated by W. A. McDevitte, B,A. I

CAMOENS' Lusiad ; or, the Dls-
,

covery of India. An Epic Poem. '

Translated by W. J. Mickle. 5th 1

Edition, revised by E. R. Hodges,
M.C.P. 3J. (>d. \

CARLYLE'S French Revolution.
,

Edited by J. Holland Rose, i

Litt.D. Illus. 3 vols. 5^. each. I

Sartor Rcsartus. With 75 !

Illustrations by Edmund J. Sul-

hvan. 55.

CARPENTER'S (Dr. W. B.)

Zoology. Revised Edition, by
\V. S. Dalhs, F.L.S. With very

numerous Wocdcucs. Vol. I. bs.

[ Vol. II. out ofprint.

CARPENTER'S Mechanical
Philosophy, Astronomy, and
Horology. 181 Woodcuts. 5^.

Vegetable Physiology and
Systomatio Botany. Revised

Edition, Ly E. I.4inkester, M.D.,
&c. With very numerous Wood-
cuts. 6i.

Animal Physiology. Revised
Edition. With upwards of 300
Woodcuts. 6/.

CASTLE (E.) Schools and
Masters of Fence, from the

Middle Ages to the End of the

Eiijhlccnth Century. 15y Egertun
Ca.stle, M.A., F.S.A. With a

Complete Hiblioj^raphy. Ilhis-

tratcd with 140 Rrproductions ol

Old Eni^ravincs and 6 Plates of

Swords, ihowing 114 Examples.
fix.

CATTERMOLE'S Evenings at
Haddon HaU. Willi 24 En-
nraxings on Si eel from designs by
r.ifrcrmule, the I^ttcrprc';s by the

Baroness de Caral>clla. 5/.

CATULLUS, Tib'oUus, and the
Vigil of Venus. A Literal Prose

Translation. 5/.

CELLINI (Benvsnuto). Me-
moirs of, written by Himself.

Translated by Thomas Roscoe.

3^. 6./.

CERVANTES' Don Quixote de
la Manoha. Motteaux's Trans-

lation revised. 2 vols. 3^. (>d.

each

.

Galatea. A Pastoral Ro-
mance. Translated by G. W. J.

Gyll. 3^. &/.

Exemplary Novels. Trans-

lated by Walter K. Kelly. 3^. (>d.

CHAUCER'S Poetical Works.
Edited by Robert Bell. Revised

Edition, wilh a Preliminary' Essay

by Prof. W. W. Skeat, M.A. 4
vols. 3^. 6a'. each.

GHBVRBUL on Colour. Trans-

lated from the French by Charles

Martel. Third Edition, with

Plates, 5x. ; or wilh an additional

series of 16 Plates in Colours,

IS. 6d.

CHINA, Pictorial, Descriptive,

and Historical. \Vi:h Map and
nearly ico Illustra'ior.5. 5^.

CHRONICLES OF THE CRU-
SADES. Contemj'orary Narra-

tives of the Crii-sade of Richard

Coeur de Lion, by Richard of

Deviies and Geoffrey de Vinsauf

;

and of the Cnis.ide at St. Louis,

tiy Lord John de Joroviile. 5*.

I

CHRONICLES OF THE
I

TOMBS. A Colk-c'.inn of Kpi-

I

t.nphs by T. J.
lV-ttij;rew, F.K.S.

CICERO'S Orations. Tr.-ins!atcd

by I'lof. C. U. Yongc, .M.A. 4
I vols. S^- each.
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CICERO S Letters. Translated by
Eveljx S. Shuckburgh. 4 vols.

5^. each.

On Oratory and. Orators.

With Letters to Quiatus and
Brutus. Translated by the Rev.

J. S. Wat'^^n, M.A. sx.

On the Nature of the Gods,
Divination, Fate, Laws, a Re-
public, Consulship, Translated

by Prof. C. D. Yonge, M.A., and
Francis Barham. 5.;.

AoademioB, De Finibus, and
Tusculan Questions. By Prof.

C. D. Yonge, M.A. 5;.

Offioea ; or, Moral Duties.

Cato Major, an Essay on Old
Age ; Lselius, an Essay on Friend-

ship; Scipio's Dream ; Paradoxes;

Letter to Quintus on Magistrates.

Translated by C. R. Edmonds.
3i. 6rf.

CLARK'S (Hixgh) Introduotlon
to Heraldiy. 18th Edition, Re
vised and Enlarged by J. R.
Pianche, Rouge Croix, With
nearly 1000 Illustrations. Sx. Or
with the Illustrations Coloured,

»5 •

CLASSIC TALES, containing

Rasselas, Vicar of VVake6cld,

<»ulliver's Travels, and The S-"nti-

•tental Journey. 31. 6(/.

COLERIDGE'S (S. T.) Friend.

A Scries o! Essays on Morals,

Politics, aiid Religion. 3^. bd.

Aldt to Rofiectlon, and the

CONFRSSIO.NS 01 AN INQUIRING
Smrit, tu v,'hicb arc added the

Essays on Iaith and the Book
OF Common Pkavkr, 31. bd.

Leotures and Nolos on
bhakotpearc uid othor En^b
PooU. Edited by T. Aahe.

3'. C/,

COLERIDGE'S BiographiaLite-
raria ; together with Two Lay
Sermons. 3x. dd,

Biographia Epistolaris.

Edited by Arthur Turiibull. 3.f. 6i/.

Table-Talk and Omnlaua.
Edited by T. Ashe, B.A. 3;. hd.

Mlscsllanles, iEstlietlo and
Literary; to which is added.
The Theory of Life. Col-
lected and arranged by T. Ashe,
B.A. IS. 6d.

COMTE'S PoslUve PhUosophy.
Translated and condensed by
Harriet Manineau. With Intro-

duction by Frederic Harrison.

3 vols. 5^. each.

Philosophy of the Solenoes,

being an Exposition of the

Principles of the Cours de

Philosophk Positive. By G. H.
Lewes. 5^.

CONDE S Elstory of the Do-
minion of the Arabs in Spsiln.

Translated by Mrs. Foster. 3
vols. 3j. fid. each.

COOPER'S Biographical Dic-
tionary. Containing Concise
Notices (upwards of 15,000) of

Eminent Persons of all Ages and
Countries. ByThompson Cooper,
F.S.A. With a Supplement,
bringing the work down to 1883.

2 vols. 5j. each.

CORNELIUS NEPOS.— 5-^^

Justin.

COXE'S Momoira of the Duke of

Marlborough. With his original

Correspondence. By W. Coxc,

M.A., F.R.S. Revised edition

by John Wade. 3 vols. 3;. W.
each.

History of the House of

Austria (121S-1792). With a

Continuation from the Accession

of rr.incis I. to the Revolution of

1848. 4 vols. 3t. 6./. each.



Contained in Bohn^s Libraries,

ORAIK'S (G. L.) Fiursult of Know-
ledge under DifBculties. Illus-

trated by Acecdotes and Memoirs.
Revised edition, with numerous
Woodcut Portraits and Plates. Sj.

CUNNINGHAM'S Lives of the
Most Eminent British Painters.

A New Edition, with Notes and
Sixteen fresh Lives. By Mrs.
Heaton. 3 vols. 3^. dd. each.

DANTE. Divine Comedy. Trans-

lated by the Rev. H. F. Car>',

M.A. New Edition, by M. L.

Egerton-Castle. 3^. 60'.

Translated into English Verse
by L C. Wright, M.A. 3rd Edi-

tion, revised. With Portrait, and

34 Illustrations on Steel, after \

Flaxman,

DANTE. The Inferno. A Literal

Prose Translation, with the Text
,

of the Original printed on the same 1

page. By John A. Carlyle, M.D,

DE COMMINES (Philip), Me-
molrsof. Containing the Histories

of Louis XI. and Charles VI 1 1.,

Kings of France, and Charles

the Bold, Duke of Burgundy.
Together with the Scandalous
Chronicle, or Secret History ol

Louis XI., by Jean de Troyes.
Translated by Andrew R. Scoblc.

With Portraits. 2 vols. 35. 6./. i

each.

DEFOE'S Novels and MlBcel- ;

laneous Works. With Prefaces

and Notes, including those attri-

buted to Sir W. Scott. 7 vols. ,

3/. 6r/. each.
|

I.—Captain Singleton, and i

Cdonel Jack.

H.—Memoirs of a Cavalier,

Captain Carlcton,
Dickury Cronkc, Jtc.

i

IIL—Moll Flanders, and the I

Hiitory of the Devil. !

Defoe's Novels and Miscel-
laneous Works—(-^«.-';>/«<-</.

IV.—Roxana, and Li.'e of Mrs.
Christian Davies.

V.—History of the Great Plague
of London, 1665 ; The
Storm (1703) ; and the
True-born Englishman.

VI.—Duncan Campbell, New
Voyage round the

World, and Political

Tracts.

VII.—Robinson Crusoe. 3^. bd.

Also with 86 Illustra-

tions. 5^.

DEMMINS History of Arms
and Arrcoiir, from the Earliest

Period, By Auguste Demmin.
Translated by C. C. Black, M.A.
W^ith nearly 2coo Illustrations.

7J. bd.

DEMOSTHENES Orations.
Translated by C. Rann Kennedy.
5 vols. Vol. I., 3^. 6</. ; Vols.

IJ.-V., 5/. each.

DE STAELS Corinre or Italy.

By Madame de Stael. Trans-
lated by Emily Baldwin and
Paulina Driver. 3^. 6-/.

DICTIONARY of Latin and
Greek Quotations ; including

Proverbs, Maxims, Mottoes, Law
Terms and Phrases. With all the

Quantities marked, and English
Translations. With Index Ver-

borum (622 pages). 5^.

DICTIONARY of Obsclete and
Provincial English. Compiled
by Thom.-xs Wright, M.A., F.S A.,

&c. 2 vols. 5^. each,

DID RON'S ChrlsUan Icono-
graphy: a History of Christian

.\rt in the Mi<lole Ages. Trans-
lated by E. J. MilTington and
completed by Margaret Sttkcs.

With 2^50 Illustrations. 2 vols.

5/. each.
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DIOGENES LAERTIUS. Lives
and Opinions of the Ancient
Pinlosophers. Translated by
Prof. C. D. Vonge, M.A. 55.

DOBRESS Adversaria. Edited
by the late Prof. Wagner. 2 vols.

5^-. each.

D O D D " S Epigrammatists. A
Selection from the Epigrammatic
Literature of Ancient, Mediaeval,

and Modem Times. By the Rev.
Henry Philip Dodd, M.A. Ox-
ford. 2nd Edition, revised and
enlarged. 6.<'.

DONALDSON'S The Theatre of

the Greeks. A Treatise on the

History and Exhibition of the

Greek Drama. With numerous
illustrations and 3 Plans. By John
William Donaldson, D.D. 5^.

DRAPER'S History of the
Intellectual Development o\

Europe. By John William Drajior,

M.D., LL.D" 2 vols. 5i. each.

DUNLOP'S History of Fiction.

A new Edition. Revised by
Henry Wilson. 2 vols. 5^. each.

DYER S History of Modern Eu-
rope, from the l'\'ill of Constan-

tinople. 3r(l edition, revised and
continued to the end of the Nine-

teenth Century. By Arthur H.-is-

s.all, M.A. 6 vols. 35. 6^/ each.

DYER 3 (Dr. T. H.) Pompeii : its

Buildings and Antiquities. By
v. H. Dyer, LL.D. With nearly

300 Wood Engravings, a large

Map, and a Plan of the Forum.

DYER (T. F. T.) Britiflh Popular
CuBtoms, Present and Past.

An Account of the various (innics

and Customs a.ssociatc<l with Dif-

frrcnl Days of the Year in the

British Isles, arranged according

to the (Calendar. By the Kcv.

T. K. Thiiclton Dyer, M.A. 51.

EBERS' Egyptian Princess. An
Historical Novel. By George
Ebers. Translated by E, "S.

Buchheim. y. dd.

EDGEWORTH'S Stories for

Children. With 8 Illustrations

by L. Speed, y. 6d.

ELZE'S William Shakespeare.
—See Shakespeare.

EMERSON'S Works. 5 vols.

y. 6d, each.

L—Essays and Representative

Men.

n.—English Tra'ts, Nature, and
Conduct of Life,

in.—Society and Solitude—Letters

and Social Aims — Ad-
dresses.

IV.—Miscellaneous Pieces.

V.—Poems.

EPICTETUS, The DIsoouraea of.

With the Enchkiridion and
Fragments. Translated by George
Long, M.A. 5^.

EURIPIDES. A New Literal

Translation in Prose. By E P.

Coleridge, M.A. 2 vols. 51. each.

ETJTROPIUS.—5« JDSTIN.

EUSEBIUS PAMPHILUS,
Eooloslastlcal History of. Trans-

l.iled by Rev.C. K.Cru.«;c,M.A. 5^.

EVELYN'S Diary and Corro-

spondondenoe. Evliled from the

Oiiginal MSS. by W. Bray,

F.A.S. With 45 engravings. 4
vols. 51. each.

FAIRHOLT'S Costume In Eng-
land. A History of Dress to the

end of the Eighteenth Ccntur)-.

3rd Edition, rcvi.scd, by Viscount

billon, V.P.S.A. Illustrated with

ftlKJVc 700 Engravings. 2 vols.

Sj. each.



Contained in Bohn^s Libraries.

FIELDING'S Adventures of

Joseph Andrews and his Friend
Mr. Abraham Adams. With
Cruikshank's Illustrations. 3^. 6d.

Hlstoiy of Tom Jones, a
Foundling. With Cruikshank's

Illustrations. 2 vols. 3j. (>d. each.

— Amelia.
Illustrations.

With
5^-

Cruikshank's

PLAXMAN'S Lectures on Sculp-
ture. By John Flaxman, R.A.
With Portrait and 53 Plates. 6^.

FOSTERS (John) Essays : on
Decision of Character ; on a

Man's writing Memoirs of Him-
self ; on the epithet Romantic

;

on the aversion of Men of Taste
to Evangelical Religion. 3^. (>d.

Essays on the Evils of Popular
Ignorance ; to which is added, a

Discourse on the Propagation of

Christianity in India. 3^. (>d.

Essays on the Improvement
of Time. With Notes of Ser-
mons and other Pieces. 3^. dd.

GASPARY'S History of Italian

Literature to the Death of
Dante. Tranilated by llernu-vn

Odsncr. M.A., Ph.D. 3^.6./.

GEOFFREY OF MONMOUTH,
Chronicle ol.—See Old English
Chronicles.

GESTA ROMANORUM, or En-
tertaining Moral Stories invented

by the ^lonks. Translated hy the

Rev. Charles Swan. Revised
Edition, by Wynnard Hooper,
B.A. 5J.

GILDAS, GhronloloB oU—See Old
English Chroniiles.

GIBBON'S DooUno and FrJl of

the Roman Empire. Complete
Riid Unabrid^^ed, with Variorum
Notes. Edited by an Enj;lish

Churchman. With 2 Maps and
Portrait. 7 vols. 3^. 6d. each.

GILBART'S History, Principles,

and Practice of Banking. By
the late J. W. Giibart, F.R.S.
New Edition (1907), revised by
Ernest Sykes. 2 vols. 5J. each.

GIL BLAS, The Adventures of. i

Translated from the French of

Lesage by Smollett. With 24
Engravings on Steel, after Smirke,
and 10 Etchings by George Cruik-
shank. 6s.

GIRALDUS CAMBRENSIS'
Historical Works. Translated
by Th. Forester, M.A., and Sir

R. Colt Hoare. Revised Edition,

Edited by Thomas Wright, M.A.,
F.S.A. 5J.

GOETHE'S Faust. Part I. Ger-
man Text with Ilayward's Prose
Translation and Notes. Revised
by C. A. Buchheim, Ph.D. 55.

GOETHE'S Works. Translated
into English by various hands.

14 vols. y. 6d. each.

I. and II.— Poetry and Truth
from My Own Life. New
and revised ediiiun.

III.— Faust. Two Parts, com-
plete. (Swanwick.)

IV.—Novels and Tales.

V.—Wilhelm Meister's Appren-
ticeship.

VI.— Conversations with Eckcr-
mann and Soret.

VIIL—Dramatic Works.

IX.—Wilhelm Meister's Travels.

X.—Tour in Italy, .and Second
Residence in Rome.

XI.— Miscellaneous Travels.

Xn.— Early and Miscellaneous
Letters.

XI IF. -Correspondence with Zeller

(')Ut of i-rint).

XIV.— Rcinckc Fox, West-Eastern
Divan and AchlUcid.
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GOLDSMITH'S Works. A new
Edition, by J. W. M, Gibbs. S
vols. 3^. dd. each.

QRAMMONT'S Memoirs of the
Coui-t of Charles n. Edited by
Sir Walter Scott. Together with
the BoscoBEL Tracts, including

two not before published, (Src.

New Edition. 55.

GRAY'S Letters, Including the

Correspondence of Gray and
Mason. Edited by the Rev.
D. C. Tovey, M.A. Vols. L
and II. is. (yi. each. (Vol. III.

in the Press.)

GREEK ANTHOLOGY. Trans-

lated by George Burges, M.A.

GREEK ROMANCES of Hello-
dorus, Longus, and Aohllles
Tatlus—viz., The Advenfures of

Theagenes & Chariclea ; Amours
of Daphnis and Chloe ; and Loves
of Clitopho and Leucippe. Trans-

lated by Rev. R. Smith, M.A.

GREENE, MAKLOWE, and
BEN JONSON. Toems of.

Edited by Robeit Bell. 3^. 6d.

GREGORY'S Letters on the
Evidences, Dootrlnos, & DuUoa
of the Christian Religion. By
Dx. Olinthus Grejjory. 3;. 6d,

GRIMM'S TALES With the

Notes of the Origin'il. Tr.inslalcd

by Mrs. A. Hunt. With Intro-

tiuction by Andrew Lang, M.A.
2 vols. 3i. (>d. each.

Qammer Qrethel; or, Ger-

man Fairy Talcs and I'onulnr

St' lies. Conlaining 42 Tairy
I ales. Trans, by Ldyar Taylor.

With numerous Woodcutg after

(jcorgc Cruikihank and Ludwig
Grimm. 3;. 6</.

GROSSI'S Marco Visoonti.
Translated by A. F. D. The
Ballads rendered into English
Verse by C. M. P. 31. 6d.

GUiaOT'S History of the
English Revolution of 1640.
From the Accession of Charles

I. to his Death. Translated by
William Hazlitt. 3J. 6d.

History of Civilisation, from
the Fall of the Roman Empire to

the French Revolution. Trans-
lated by William Hazlitt. 3 vols.

3i. 6d. each.

HALL'S (Rev. Robert) Mlsoel-
laneous Works and Remains.

V. 6d.

HAMPTON COURT: A Short
History of the Manor and
Palace. By Ernest Law, B.A.
With numerous Illustrations. S^>

HARDWICK'S History of the
Articles of Religion. By the late

C. Hardwick. Revised by the

Rev. Francis Procter, M.A. 55.

HA.UFF'S Tales. The Caravan—
The Sheik of Alexandria— The
Inn in the Spessart. Trans, from
the German by S. Mendel. is.6d.

HAWTHORNE'S Tales. 4 vols.

3/. (hi. each.

I.—Twice-told Tales, and the

Snow Image.

II.— Scirlct Letter, and the House
with the Seven Gables.

III.—Transformation [The Marble
Faun], and Bliihcdalc Ro-
mance.

IV.—Mosses from an Old Manse.

HAZLITT'S Table-talk. Essavs
on Men nnd Manners. By W.
Hazlitt. V- dd.



Contained in Bohn^s Libraries. ir

HAZLITT'S Lectures on the
Literature of the Age of Eliza-

beth and on Characters of Shake-
speare's Plays I y. 6d.

Lectures on the English
Poets, and on the English Comic
Writers. 3^. 6<i.

The Plain Speaker. Opinions
on Books, Men, and Things. 3 r. (id.

Round Table.

Sketches
6d.

y. 6d.

and Essays.

The Spirit of the Age; or,

Contemporary Portraits. Edited

by W. Carew Hazlitt. 3^. (xl.

View of the EngUsh Stage.

Edited by W. Spencer Jackson.

3J. 6d,

HEATON'S Concise History of

Painting. New Edition, revised

by Cosmo Monkhouse. 5^-

HEGEL'S Lectures on the Philo-

sophy of History. Translated by

J. Sibree, M.A.

HEINE'S Poems, Complett
Translated by Edgar A. Bowring,
C.B. y. 6d.

Travel-Pictures, including the

Tour in the Harz, Norderney, and
Book of Ideas, together with the

Rom.mtic School. Translated by
Francis Storr. A New Edition,

revised throughout. With Appen-
dices and Maps. 3/. 6d.

HELI0D0RU3. Thoagenes and
Chariolea. — See Grkek Ro-
mances.

HELP'S LL'o of Chi-lstophor
OclumbuB, the Discoverer of

America. By .Sir Arthur Help?,
K.C.B. y. 6d.

Llfo of Hernando Cortes,
and the Conquest of Mexico. 2
vols. jj. 6d. each.

HELP S Life of Plzarro. y. 6d.

Life of Las Casas the Apostle
of the Indies. 3J. 6d.

HENDERSON (E.) Select His-
tcrlcal Documents ofthe Middle
Ages, including the most famous
Charters relating to England, the
Empire, the Church, &c., &cm
the 6th to the 14th Centuries.

Translated from the Latin and
edited by Ernest F. Henderson,
A.B., A.M., Ph.D. y.

HENFREY'S Guide to English
Coins, from the Conquest to

1885. New and revised Edition
by C. F. Xeaty, M.A., F.S.A.
6s.

HENRY OF HUNTINGDON'S
History of the English. Trans-
lated by T. Forester, M.A. 5^.

HENRY'S (Matthew) Exposition
of the Book of the Psalms. 5.f.

HERODOTUS. Translated by the
Rev. Henry Gary, M.A. 3^. 6d.

Analysis and Summary of
By J. T. Wheeler. 5/.

HESIOD. CALLIMACHUS, and
THi'OGNIS. Translated by the
Rev. J. Banks, M.A. 5/.

HOFFMANN'S (E. T. W.) The
Se3*apIou Brethren. Tr.ins'.atcd

from the German by Ll.Col.Alex.
Ewing. 2 vols. 3^-. 6d. each.

HOLBEIN'S Dance of Death
and Bible Cuts. Upwards rf i <o
Subjects, engraved in facsimile,

with Introduction and Descnp-
tions by Francis Douce and Dr.
Thomas Frognall Dil den. 5/.

HOMERS Iliad. A new trans-

lation by E. II. lilaker.ey, M.A.
\'ol. I. containing Bo^iks I.-XII.

3/. 6Y. (Vol. IF. in the Press.)

Translated into F!nglish Ttox
by T. A. Buckley, B.A. 51.
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HOMER'S Odyssey. Hymns,
Ecigrams, and Battle of the Frogs

and Mice. Translated into Enc;-

lish Prose by T. A. Buckley, B.A.

See also Pops.

HOOPER S (G.) Waterloo : The
Eow-nfall of the First Napo-
leon : a History of the Campaign
of I Si 5. By George Hooper.
With Maps and Plans. 3^. 6d.

The CaTiipalgn of Sedan :

The Downfall of the Second Em-
pire, August - September, 1870.

With General Map and Six Plans

of Battle. 3^. 6c/.

HORACE. A new literal Prose

tianslation, byA. Hamilton Bryce,

LL.D. 3 J. 6d.

HUGOS (Victor) Dramatic
Works. Hernani—Ruy Bias

—

The King's Diversion. Translated

hy Mrs. Newton Crosland and

F. L. Slous. y. 6d.

Poems, chiefly Lyrical. Trans-

Lated by various Writers, now first

collected by J. H. L. Williams.

3i. 60".

HUMBOLDT'S Cosmos. Trans-

lated by F. C. Olte, B. H. Paul,

and W. S. D.allas, F.L.S. 5 voLs.

31. 6i. each, excepting Vol. V. 5^.

Personal Narrative of his

Travels to the Fquinfctial Re-

gions of America during the years

1799-1S04. Translated by T.

Ross. 3 vols. 5^. each.

Views of Nature. Translated

by E. C. Olte and II. G. Bohn.

HUMPHHEYS' Coin Collector's

Manual, by 11. N. Ilumphrcys.

with upwards of I40 Illustrations

on Wood and Slccl. 2 v jIs. $s.

each.

j

HUNGARY : its History and Re-

,
volution, together with a copious

Memoir of Kossuth. 3^. 6d.

I

HUNT'S Ppetry of Science. By
j

Richard Hunt. 3rd Edition, re-

I

vised and enlarged. 55.

I HUTCHINSON (Colonel). Me-
moirs of the Life of. By his

Widow, Lucy : together with bei

Autobiography, and an Account
of the Siege of Lathom House.

3^. 6d.

' INGULPH'S Chronicles of the
Abbey of Croyland, with the

Continuation by Peter of Blo;s

and other Writers. Translated by

H. T. Riley, M.A. 5J.

IRVING'S (Washington) Com-
plete Works. 1 5 vols. With Por-

traits, &c. 3i. (>d. each.

I,—Salmagundi, Knicker-
bocker's History of New
York.

II.—The Sketch-Book, and the

Life of Oliver Goldsmith.

III.—Bracebridge Hall, Abbots-
ford and Newstead Abbey.

IV.—The Alhambra, Tales of a

Traveller.

V.—Chronicle of the Conquest
of Granada, Legends of

the Conquest of Sp.ain.

VI. & VII.—Life and Voyages of

Columbus, together with

the Voyages of his Com-
panions.

VIII.—Astoria, A Tour on the

Prairies.

IX.—Life of Mahomet, Lives of the

Successors of Mahomet.

X.—Adventures of Captain Bon-
neville, U.S.A., Wollert's

Roost.

XI.— Biographies and Miscella-

neous Papers.

XII.-XV.—Life of George Wash-
ingtoD. 4 vols.
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IRVING S (Washington) Life
|
JUNIXJS'S Letters. With all the

and Letters. By his Nephew,
! Notes of Woodfall's Edition, and

Pierre E. Irving. 2 vols. 3^. &/. ! important Additions. 2 vols,

each,
I

3^. (xi. each.

ISOCRATES, The Orations of.

Translated by J. H. Freese, M.A.
Vol. L SJ.

JAMESS (a. P. R.) Life of
Richard Coeur de Lion. 2 vols.

3^. 6(/. each. (Vol. I. out of print.)

JAMESON'S (Mrs.) Shake-
speare s Heroines. Character-

istics of Women: Moral, Poetical,

and Historical. By Mrs. Jameson.
3J. td.

JESSE'S (E.) Anecdotes of Dogs.
With 40 Woodcuts and 34 Steel

Engravings. 51.

JESSE'S (J. H.) Memoirs of the
Court of England durli:ig the
Reign of the Stuarts, including

the Protectorate. 3 vols. With
42 Portraits. 5^. each.

Memoirs of the Pretenders
and their Adherents. With 6
Portraits. 5^.

JOHNSONS Lives of the Poets.

Edited by Mrs. Alexander Napier,
with Introduction by Professor

Hales. 3 vols. y. td. each.

JOSEPHUS (Flavlua), The Works
of. Whiiton's Translation, re-

vised by Rev. A. K. Shilleto, M.A
With Topographical and Geo.
graphical Notes by Colonel Sir

C. W. Wilson, K.C.B. 5 vols.

3i. fid. each.

JULIAN, the Emperor. Contain-
ing Gregory N'.iziaiucn's Two In-

vectives and Lil>anus' Monody,
with Julian's extant Thc()soi)hicul

Works. Translated by C. W.
King, M.A. sj.

JUSTIN, CORNELIUS NEPOS,
and EUTROPIUS. Translated
by the Rev. J. S. Watson, M.A.

JUVENAL, PERSIUS, SUL-
PICIA and LUCILIUS. Trans-
lated by L. Evans, M.A. 55.

KANT'S Critique of Pure Reason.
Translated by J. M. D. Meikle-
john. 5^.

Prolegomena and Meta-
physlcalFoundatloDsofNatural
Science. Translated by E. Belfort

I Bax. Sj.

KEIGHTLEY'S (Thomas) My-
thology of Ancient Greece and
Italy. 4th Edition, revised by
Leonard Schmitz, Ph.D., LL.D.
With 12 Plates from the Antique.

KEIGHTLEY'S Fairy Mytho-
logy, illustrative of the Romance
and Superstition of Various Coun-
tries. Revised Edition, with
Frontispiece by Cruikshank. 5^.

LA FONTAINE'S Fables. Trans-
lated into English Verse by Eliiur

Wright. New Edition, with Notes
by J. W. M. Gibbs. 3^. &/.

LAMARTINE'S History of the
Girondists. Translated by H. T.
Ryde. 3 vols. jX. 6./. each.

History of the Restoration
of Monarchy In France (a Sequel
to the History of the Girondists).

4 vols. 3J. bd. each.

History of the French Re-
volution of 1848. 3/. 6./.

LAMB'S (Charloa) Essays of Ella
and Ellana. Complete Edition.

3jW.
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LAMB'S (Charles) Specimens of

Ecglish Dramatic Poets of the
Time of Elizabeth. 3^. 6d.

Memorials and Letters of

Charles Lamb. By Serjeant

Talfourd. New Edition, revised,

by W. Carew Hazlitt. 2 vols.

3^. 6d. each.

Tales from Shakespeare.
With Illustrations by'Byam Shaw.

LANE'S Arabian Nights' Enter-
tainments. Edited by Stanley

Lane-Poole, M.A., Litt.D. 4
vols. 3f. 6d. each.

LAPPENBERG'S History of

England under the Anglo-
Saxon Kings. Translated by
B. Thorpe, F.S.A. New edition,

revised by E. C. Otte. 2 vols.

31. 6d. each.

LEONARDO DA VINCI'S
Treatise on Painting. Trans-
lated by J. F. Rigaud, R.A.,

With a Life of Leonardo by John
William Brown. With numerous
ri.-ites. Sj.

LEPSIUS'S Letters from Egypt,
Ethiopia, and the Peninsula of

Sinai. Translated by L. and

J. B. Horner. With Maps. 51.

LESSINO'S Dramatic Works,
CJompIcte. Edited by Ernest Bell,

M.A. With Memoir of I.^.ssing

by Helen Zimmcrn. 2 vols.

3 J. 6</. each.

Laokoon, Dramatic Notes,
and the Representation 01

Death by the Auolenta. Trans-

ialc'l by IC.C. Bcaslcy and Helen
Zimmcrn. Edited by Edward
Bell, M.A. With a Fronti:.i)icce

of the I^okoon group. 3^. (yi.

LILLY'S Introduction to Astro-

logy. With a (Grammar ok
Astrology and Tables for C1I-

culatin^; Nativities, by Zadkicl. 5;,

LIVY'S History of Kome. Trans-
lated by Dr. Spillan, C. Edmonds,
and others. 4 vols. 5^. each.

LOCKE'S Philosophical Works.
Edited by J. A. St. John. 2 vols.

3 J. 6d. each.

LOCKHART (J. G.)—See Burns.

LODGE'S Portraitsof Illustrious

Personages of Great Britain,
with Biographical and Historical

Memoirs. 240 Portraits engraved
on Steel, with the respective Bio-

graphies unabridged. 8 vols. 5^.

each.

[Vols. II. IV. and VII. o:i( of
print.^

LOUDON'S (Mrs.) Natural
History. Revised edition, by
W. S. Dallas, F.L.S. With
numerous Woodcut Illus. ^s,

LOWNDES' Bibliographer's
Manual of English Liiei-ature.

Enlarged Edition. By H. G.
Bohn. 6 vols, cloth, 5^. each.

Or 4 vols, half morocco, 2/. 2s.

LONGXJS. Daphnia and Chloe.—Ste Greek Romances.

LTJCAN'S Pharsalia. Translated

by II. T. Riley, M.A. 5.^

LUC I AN' S Dialogues of the
Gods, of the Sea Gods, and
of the Dead. Tr.-inJatcd by
Howard Williams, M.A. 51.

LUCRETIUS. A Prose Trans-
lation. By H. A. J. Munro.
Reprinted from the Final (4th)

Edition. With an Introduction

by J. D. DufT, M..\. Sy.

Literally translated. By the

Kcv. J. S. Watson, M.A. With
a Metrical Version byj. M. Good.
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LUTHER'S Table-Talk. Trans-

lated and Edited by William
Hazlitt. 35. 6d.

Autobiography. — See

MiCHELKT.

MACHIAVELLI'S History of

Florence, together with the

Prince, Savonarola, various His-

torical Tracts, and a Memoir of

Machiavelli. 35. (kI.

MALLET'S Northern Antlqui-
tlea, or an Historical Account of

the Manners, Customs, Religions

and Laws, ^Iaritime Expeditions
and Discoveries, Language and
Literature, of the Ancient Scandi-
navians. Translated by Bishop
Percy. Revised and Enlarged
Edition, with a Translation of the

Prose Edda, by J. A. Black-
well. 5;.

MANZONI. The Betrothed

:

being a Translation of ' I Pro-
messi Sposi.' By Alessandro
Manzoni. With numerous Wood-
cuts. 5j.

MARCO POLO'S Travels; the

Translation of Marsden revised

by T. V/right, M.A,, F.S.A. $s.

MARRYAT'S (Capt. R.N.)
Masterman Ready. With 93
Woodcuts. 3j. dd.

MlBOlon ; or. Scenes in Africa.

Illustrated hy Gilbert .-ind Dalziel.

3J. ini.

Pirate and Three Cutters.
With S Steel Engravings, from
Drawin£;s by Clarkson Stanfield,

R.A. 3;. 6.1.

—— Privatoorsman. 8 Engrav-
iogs on Steel, jj. 6</.

Settlera in Canada. 10 En-
gravinijs t,y Gilbert and Dalziel.

MARRYAT'S (Capt. R.N.)
Poor Jack. With 16 Illus-

trations after Clarkson StansSeld,
R.A. 3J. 6d.

— Peter Simple,
page Illustrations.

With 8 full-

3J. 6d.

MARTIAL'S Epigrams, complete.
Translated into Prose, each ac-

companied by one or more Verse
Translations selected from the

Works of English Poets, and
other sources, "js. Sd.

MARTINEAUS (Harriet) His-
tory of England, from iSoo-
18 1 5. y. td.

History of the Thirty Years'
Peace, a.d. 1S15-46. 4 vols.

3 J. td. each.

See Comte's Positive Philosophy,

MATTHEW OP WESTMIN-
STER'S Flowers of History,
from the beginning of the World
to.\.D. 1307. Translated by C. D.
Yonge, M.A. 2 vols." 5J-. each.

MAXWELLS Victories of Wel-
Ington and the British Armies.
Frontispiece and 5 Portraits. 5^.

MENZEL'S History of Germany,
from the Earliest I'eriad lo 1S42.

3 vols. 3J. bd. each.

MICHAEL ANQBLO AND
RAPHAEL, thebr Lives and
Works. I!y Dup'ia auil Quaire-
mcre de Quincy. With Portraits,

and Engravings on Steel. 5;.

MICHELET'S Luther's Auto-
biography. Trans, by William
Ilazliit. With an Appendix (no
pages) of Notes. 3^. 6./.

History of the French Revo-
lution from its cailicsl indications

to the night of the King in 1791.
3.f. (y{.
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MIGNETS History of theFrenoh
Revolution, from 1789 to 1814.

3j. 6tf. New edition, reset.

MILL (J. S.). Early Essays by
John Stuart Mill. Collected from

various sources by J. W. M. Gibbs.

MILLER (Professor). History
|

Philosophically Ulustrated.from

the Fall of the Roman Empire to

the French Revolution. 4 vols.

3^. bd. each.

MILTON'S Prose Works. Edited

by J. A. St. John. 5 vols. 3J. dd.

each.

Poetical Works, with a Me-
moir and Critical Remarks by

James Montgomery, an Index to

Paradise Lost, Todd's Verbal Index

to all the Poems, and a Selection

of Explanatory Notes by Henry
G. Bohn. Illustrated with 120

Wood Engravings from Drawings
by W. Harvey. 2 vols. 3;. dd.

each.

MITFORD'S (Miss) Otir Village

Sketches of Rural Character and
Scenery. With 2 Engravings on

Steel. 2 vols. y. 6d. each.

MOLIERE'S Dramatic Works.
A new Translation in English

Prose, by C. H. Wall. 3 vols.

3j. (>J. each.

MONTAGU. The Letters and
Works of Lady Mary Wortley
Montagu. Etlitcd by htr great-

grandhon, Lord Wharnclitlc's Edi-

tion, and rcvi-scd by W. Moy
Thomas. New Edition, revised,

with 5 Portraits. 2 vols, ^s, each.

MONTAIGNE'S Esaayi. Cotton's

Tr.i.n.sl;iti>>n, revise! by W. C.

Ilaxlitt. New Edition. 3 vols.

y, bd. each.

MONTESQUIEU'S Spirit ot

Laws. New Edition, revised and
corrected. By J. V. Pricchard,

A.M. 2 vols. 3^. 6d. each.

MO RE'S Utopia. Robinson's
translation, with Roper's ' Life

of Sir Thomas More,' and More's
Letters to Margaret Roper and
others. Edited, with Notes, by
George S.ampson. Introduction

and Bibliography by A. Guth-
kelch. 5.5.

MORPHY'S Games of Chess.
Being the Matches and best Games
played by theAmerican Champion,
with Explanator)- and Analytical

Notes by J. Lowenthal. 55.

MOTLEY (J. L.). The Rise of

the Dutch Republic. A History.

By John Lothrop Motley. New
Edition, with Biographical Intro-

duction by Moncure D. Conway.
3 vols. y. 6d. each.

MUDIE'S British Birds ; or, His-

tory of the Feathered Tribes of the

British Islands. Revised by W.
C. L. Martin. With 52 Figures

of Birds and 7 Coloured Plates of

Eggs. 2 vols.

NEANDER (Dr. A.) Life of

Jesus Chrisi. Translated by J.

McClintock and C. Blumenlhal.

History of the Planting and
Training of the Christian

Church by the AposUes.
Translated by J. E. Rylaud.

2 vols. 3^. 6</. each.

Memorials of Christian Life

in the Early and Middle Ages
;

including Light in Dark Places.

Trans, by J. E. Kyland. 31. 61/.

NIBELUNGEN LIED. The
Lay of the Nlbolungs, metrically

translated from the old German
text by Alice Iloiton, and edited
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by Edward Bell, M.A. To which
is prefixed the Essay on the Nibe-
lungen Lied by Thomas Carlyle.

NICOLINI'S History of the
Jesuits : their Origin, Progress,

Doctrines, and Designs. With 8

Portraits. 55.

NORTH (R.) Lives of the Right
Hon. Francis North, Baron Guild-

ford, the Hon. Sir Dudley North,
and the Hon. and Rev. Dr. John
North. By the Hon. Roger
North. Together with the Auto-
biography of the Author. Edited
by Augustus Jessopp, D.D. 3 vols.

3^. dd. each.

NUGENT'S (Lord) Memorials
of Hampden, his Party and
Times. With a Memoir of the

Author, an Autograph Letter, and
Portrait. 55.

OLD ENGLISH CHRON-
ICLES, including Eihelwerd's
Chronicle, Asser's Life of Alfred,

Geoffrey of Monmouth's British

History, Gildas, Nennius, and the

spurious chronicle of Richard of

Cirencester. Edited by J. A.
Giles, D.C.L. 5^.

OMAN (J. C.) The Great Indian
Epics : the Stories of the Kama-
YANA and the Mahabhar.vta.
By John Campbell Oman, Prin-

cipal of Khalsa CoUcjje, Amritsar.

With Notes, Appendices, and
Illustrations. 31. 6(/.

OVID'S Works, complete. Literally

translated into Ptosc. 3 vols.

5j. each.

PASCAL'S Thoughts. Translated

from the Text of M. Auguste
MoUnier by C. Kcgan Paul. 3rd

Edition, y. 6d.

PAULI'S (Dr. R.) Life of Altred
the Great. Translated from the

German. To which is appended
Alfred's Anglo-Saxon Version
OF Orosius. With a literal

Translation interpaged, Notes,

and an Anglo-Saxon Grammar
and Glossary, by B. Thorpe.

PAUSANIAS' Description of
Greece. Newly translated byA. R.
Shilleto, M.A. 2 vols. 5^. each.

PEARSON'S Exposition of the
Creed. Edited by E. Walford,
M.A. 5/.

PEPY3' Diary and Correspond-
ence. Deciphered by the Rev.

J. Smith, M.A., from the original

Shorthand MS. in the Pepysian
Library. Edited by Lord Briy-

brooke. 4 vols. With 31 En-
gravings. 5j. each.

PERCY'S Rellques of Ancient
English Poetry. With an Essay
on Ancient Minstrels and a Glos-

sary. Edited by J. V. Prilchard,

A.M. 2 vols. 2^- '^^- each.

PERSIUS.—i'ftf Jovenal.

PETRARCH'S Sonnets, Tri-

umphs, and other Poems.
Translated into English Verse by
various ILinds. With a Life of

the Poet by Thomas Campbell.
With Portrait and 15 Steel En-
gravings. 5/.

PICKERING'S Hlatory of the
Raoes of Man. and their Geo-
graphical Distribution. With An
Analyticai. Synopsis ok thb
Natural History ok Man by
Dr. Hall. With a Map of the

World and 12 coloured Plates.

5^.
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PINDAE. Translated into Prose

by Dawscn "W. Turner. To which
is added the Metrical Version by
Abraham Moore. 5J.

PLANCHE. History of British

CojtUEce.. from the Earliest Time
to the Close of the Eighteenth

Century. Ey J. R. Planche,

Somersei Herald. With upwards
of 400 illustratioris. 51.

PLATO'S Works. Literally trans-

lated, with Introduction and
Notes. 6 vols. $5. each.

I.—The Apology of Socrates,

Crito, Phaedo, Gorgias, Pro-

tagoras, Phsedrus, Theaetetus,

Euthyphron, Lysis. Trans-

lated by the Rev. H. Carey.

IL—The Republic, Timaeus, and
Critias. Translated by Henry
Davis.

in.—Meno, Eulhydemus, The
Sophist, Statesman, Cratylus,

Parmenides.and the Banquet.
Translated by G. Burges.

IV.—Philebus, Charmides, Laches,

Menexenus, Hippias, Ion,

The Two Alcibiades, The-
ages. Rivals, Hipparchus,
Minos, Clitopho, Epistles.

Translated by G. Burges.

v.—The Laws. Translated by
G. Burges.

VI.—The Doubtful Works. Trans-
latcd by G. Burges.

Summary and Analyala of

the Dialogues. With Analytical

Index. ly X. I>ay, LL.D. 51.

PLAUTUS'S Comedies. Trans-
lated by H. T. Kilcy, M.A. 2

vols. 5i. each.

PLINY. The Letlors of Pliny
the YouEgor. Mclmoth'g tran.s-

laiion, revised l>y the Rev. F. C.
T. Bobanquct, M.A. 5i,

PLOTINUS, Select Works of.

Translated by Thomas Taylor.

With an Introduction containing

the substance of Porphyr)-'s Plo-

tinus. Edited by G. R. S. Mead,
B.A., M.R.A.S. 55.

PLUTAKCH'S Lives. Translated

by A. Stewart, M.A., and George
Long, M.A. 4 vols. 3.;. bd. each.

Morals. Theosophical Essays.

Translated by C. W. King, M.A.

Morals. Ethical Essays.

Translated by the Rev. A. R.
Shilieto, M.A. Jj.

POET?;Y OF AMERICA. Se-
lections from One Hundred
American Poets, from 1776 to

1876. By W. J. Linton. 35. 6i.

POLITICAL CYCLOP.aEDIA.
A Dictionary of Political, Con-
stitutional, Statistical, and Fo-
rensic Knowledge ; forming a

Work of Reference on subjects of

Civil Administration, Political

Economy, Finance, Commerce,
Laws, and Social Relations. 4
vols. (1848.) 35. 6t/. each.

[ Vj!. I. cut ofprint.

POPE'S Poetical Works. Edited,

with copious Notes, by Robert
Carruthers. With numerous Illus-

trations. 2 vols. 51. each.

[ Vol. I. otU ofprint.

Homer's lUad. Edited by
the Rev. J. S. Watson, M.A.
Illustrated by the entire Series of

Flaxman's Designs. 51.

Homer's Odyssey, with the

Battle of P'rogs and Mice, Hymns,
&c., by other translators. Edited
by the Rev. J. S. Watson, M.A.
With the entire .Scries of Flax-

man's Designs. 5/.

Life, including many of his

Letters. By Robert Carrulherj.

With numerous Illustrations. 55.
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POUSHKTN'S Prose Tales: Tnt
Captain's Daughter—Doubrovsky— The Queen of Spades — An
Amateur Peasant Girl—The Shot—The Snow Storm—The Post-
master — The CofHn Maker —
Kirdjali—The Egyptian Nisjhts—
Peter the Great's Negro, Trans-
lated by T. Keane. 3.-. (bd.

PRESCOTT'S Conquest of
Mexloo. Copyright edition, with
the notes by John Foster Kirk,
and an introduction by G. P.
Winship. 3 vols. 3^. 6^. each.

Conquest of Peru. Copyright
edition, with the notes of John
Foster Kirk. 2 vols. 3^. dd. each.

Reign of Ferdinand and
Isabella. Copyright edition,
with the notes of John Foster
Kirk. 3 vols. 3^. bd. each.

PROPERTIUS. Tr.anslated by
Rev. P. J. F. Gantillon, M.A.,
and accompanied by Poetical
Versions, from various sources.
y. 6d.

PROVERBS, Handbook of. Con-
taining an entire Republication
of Ray's Collection of English
Proverbs, with his additions from
Foreign Languages and a com-
plete Alphabetical Index; in which
are introduced large additions as
well of i'roverbs as of Sayings,
Sentences, Maxims, and Phrases,
collected by H. G. Bohn. $s.

POTTERY AND PORCELAIN,
and other Objects of Vcrtu. Com-
prising an Illustrated Catalogue of
the licrn.al Collection of Works
of An, with the prices at which
they were sold by auction, and
names of the possessors. To which
are added, an Introductory Lecture

j

on Pottery and Porcelain, and an
;

Engraved List of all the known
Markn and Monograms. By I Icnry
G. Bohn. With numerous Wood
Engravings, 5j. ; or with Coloured I

Illustrations, 10^, Cd. 1

PROUT'S (Father) Re'-lqusa. Col-
lected and arranged by Rev. F.
Maliony. New issue, with 21
Etchings by D. Maciise, R.A.
Nearly 600 pages. 5y.

QUINTILIAN'S Institutes of
Oratory, or Education of an
Orator. Translated by the Rev.
J. S. Watson, M.A. 2 vols. $s.

each.

RACINE'S (Jean) Dramatic
Works. A metrical English ver-
sion. By R. Bruce Boswell, M.A.
Oxon. 2 vols. 3;. 6a. each.

RANBIE'S History of the Popes,
during the Last Four Centuries.
Translated by E. Foster. Mrs.
Foster's translation revised, with
considerable additions, by G. R.
Dennis, B.A. 3 vols. 3^. 6c/. each.

History of Servia and the
Servian Revolution. With an
Account of the Insurrection in
Bosnia. Translated by Mrs. Kerr."
3J. 6d.

RECREATIONS inSHOOTING-.
By ' Craven.' With 62 Engravings
on Wood after Harvey, and 9
Engravings on Steel, chiefly after
A. Cooper, R.A. 5;.

RENNIE'S Inaeot Architecture.
Revised and enlarged by Rev.

J. G. Wood, M.A. With 186
Woodcut Illustrations. 5^.

REYNOLDS' (Sir J.) Literary fl

Works. Editedl.yll.W. Beechy.
2 vols. 3/. 6i/. each.

RIOARDO on the Prinolplea of
Political Economy and Taxa-
tion. Edited by E. C. K. Conner,
M.A. SJ.

RICHTER (Jean Paul Friedrlch).
Levana, a Treatise on Education:
together with the Autobiography
(a Fragment), and a short Pre-
fatory Memoir, ^s. 6»/.
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RICHTER (Jean Paul Friedrich).

Flower, Fnilt, and Thorn
Pieces, or the Wedded Life, Death,

and Marriage of Firmian Stanis-

laus Siebenkaes, Parish Advocate
in the Parish of Xuhschnapptel.

Newly translated by Lt. -Col. Alex.

Ewing. 3?. (sd.

ROGER DS HOVEDEN'S An-
nals of English History, com-
prising the History of England
and of other Countries of Europe
from A. D. 732 to A. D. 1201.

Translated by H. T. Riley, M.A.
3 vols. Sj. each.

ROQER OF WENDOVER'S
Flowers of History, comprising

the History of England from the

Descent of the Saxons to a.d.

I235,formerly ascribed to Matthew
Paris. Translated by J. A. Giles,

D.C.L. 2 vols. 5^. each.

{Vol. II. out of pi-int.

ROME in the NINETEENTH
CENTURY. Containing a com-
plete Account of ih-j Ruins of the

Ancient City, the Remains of the

Middle Ages, and the Monuments
of Modern Times. By C.A.Eaton.
With 34 Steel Engravings. 2 vols.

5x. each.

Set Burn.

ROSCOE'S (W.) Life and PonU-
floate of Leo X. Final edition,

revised by Thomas Roscoe. 2

vols. 3'. 6.:'. each.

Life of Lorenzo de' Mediol,

called ' the Magnificent.' With
his poems, letters, <S:c. lOth

Edition, revised, with Memoir of

Koscoe by bis Son. 31. iid.

RUSSIA. History of, from the

earliest Pcri'xl, compiled from

the mo=>t authentic sources by
Walter K. Kelly. With Portraits.

2 vols, ji 61/. each.

SALLUST, FLORUS, and VEL-
LEIU3 PATERCULUS.
Trans. i<y J. S.Watson, M.A. Sj.

SCHILLER'S Works. Translated
by various hands. 7 vols. 3^. 6t/.

each :

—

I.—History of the Thirty Years'
War.

II.—History of the Revolt in the

Netherlands, the Trials of

CountsEgmont and Horn,
the Siege of Antwerp, and
the Disturbances in France
preceding the Reign of

Henry IV.

III.—Don Carlos, Mary Stuart,

Maid of Orleans, Bride of

Messina, together with the

Use of the Chorus in

Tragedy (a short Essay).

These Dramas are all

translated in metre.

IV.—Robbers ( with Schiller's

original Preface), Fiesco,

Love and Intrigue, De-
metrius, Ghost Seer, Sport
of Divinity.

The Dramas in this

volume are translated into

Prose.

V.—Poems.

VI.—Essays, /tsthetical and Philo-

sophical

VII.—Wallenstein's Camp, Pic-

colomini and Death of

Wallenstein.William Tell.

SCHILLER and GOETHE.
Correspondence between, from
A. p.. 1794- 1805. Translated by
L. Dora Schmitz. 2 vols. 3;. dd.

each.

SCHLEGEL'S (F.) Leoturea on
the Philosophy of Life and the
Philosophy of Language. Trans-
lated by the Rev. A. J. W, Mor-
rison, M.A. 3^. 6(/.

Lectures on the History of

Literature, Ancient and Modern.
Translated from the (icrman. 31.6-.''.

Lectures on the Philosophy
of History. Translated by J. L.
Robertson. 3/. 6./.
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SCHLE GEL'S Lectures on
Modern History, together with
tha Lectures entitled Csssar and
Alexander, and The Beginning of
our History. Translated by L.
Purcell and R. H. Whitelock.

Esthetic and Miscellaneous
Works. Translated by E. J.

Millington. 35. tJ.

SCHLEGEL S (A. W.) Lectures
on Dramatic Art and Litera-
ture. Translated by J. Black.
Revised Edition, by the Rev.
A. J. W. Morrison, M.A. ^s. 6J.

SCHOPENHAUER on tte Four-
fold Root of the Principle of
Sufficient Reason, and On the
Will In Nature. Translated by
Madame Hillebrand. 5^.

Essays. Selected and Trans-
lated. With a Biographical Intro-

duction and Sketch of his Philo-
sophy, by E. Belfort Bax. 5^.

SCHOUWS Earth, Plants, and
Man. Translated by A. Henfrey.
With coloured Map of the Geo-
graphy of Plants. 5;.

SCHUMANN (Robert). I lis Life
and Works, by August Reissmann.
Translated ly A. L. Alger, jj. 61/.

Early Letters. Originally pub-
blished by his Wife. Translated
by May Herbert. With a Preface
by Sir George Grove, D.C.L.
p. 6d.

SENECA on Benefits. Newly
translated by A. Stewart, M.A.
3/. 6ty.

Minor Essays and On Clem-
ency. Tr.inslatcd by A. Stewart,
M..\. y

SHAKESPEARE DOCU-
MENTS. Arranged by D. H.
Lambert, B.A. Jj. 6U.

SHAKESPEARE'S Dramatic
Art. The History and Character
of Shakespeare's Plays. By Dr.
Hermann Ulrici. Translated by
L. Dora Schmiti. 2 vols. 35. 6d.

each.

SHAKESPEARE (William). A
Literary Biography by Karl Elze,

Ph.D., LL.D. Translated by
L. Dora Schmitz. 5^,

SHARPE (S.) The History of
jEgypt, from the Earliest Times
till the Conquest by the Arabs,
A.D. 640. By Samuel Sharpe,
2 Maps and upwards of 400 Illus-

trative Woodcuts. 2 vols. 5x. each.

SHERIDAN'S Dramatic Works,
Complete. With Life by G. G. S.

3s. td.

SISMONDI'S History of the
Literature of the South ol

Europe. Translated by Thomas
Roscoe. 2 vols, y, 6d. each. ^q.

SMITH'S Synonyms and An-
tonyms, or Kindred Words and
their Opposite,"?. Revised Edi-
tion. 5^.

Synonyms Discriminated.
A Dictionary of Synonymous
Words in the English Language,
showing the Accurate signification

of words of similar meaning.
Edited by the Rev. II. Percy
Smith, M.A. 6^.

SMITH'S (Adam) The Wealth of

Nations. Eilitcd by E. Belfort

Bax. 2 vols. 3^. 6</. each.

Theory of Moral Sontimonts.
With a Memoir of the .\uthor by
Dugald Stewart, ^s. 6J.

SMITH'S ( Pye ) Geology and
Scriptxire. 2nd Edition. 5;.

SMYTH'S (Professor) Lectures
on Modem History. 2 vols.

3^. 6a. each.
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SMOLLETT'S Adventures of

Roderick Randorn. With short

Memoir a.nd Bibliography, and
Cruikshank's Illustrations. 3^. 6./.

Adventures of Peregrins
Pickle. With Bibliography and
Cruikshank's Illustrations. 2 vols.

3j. td. each.

The Expedition of Hum-
phry Clinker. With Bibliography

end Cruikshank's Illustrations.

IZ.iid.

S0CRATS3 (sumamed 'Scholas-

tlcus ). Tiie Ecclesiastical His-

tory of (a. d. 305-445). Translated

from the Greek. 5^-.

SOPHOCLES, The Tragedies of.

A New Prose Translation, with

Memoir, Notes, &c., by E. P.

Coleridge, M.A. 5^.

SOUTHEY'S Life of Nelson.
With Portraits, Plans, and up-

^ wards of 50 Engravings on Steel
^^' and Wood. 5;.

Life of Wesley, and the Rir-e

and Progress of Methodism. 55.

Robert Southey. The Story

of his Life written in his Letters.

Edited by John Dennis. 3;. dd.

SOZOMIINS Ecclesiastical His-
tory. Translated from the Greek.

Together with the Ecclesiasti-
cal History ok Philostor-
01 us, as epitomised by Photius.

, Translated by Rev. E. Walford,

M.A. 5u

! SPINOZA 3 Chief Works. Tr.-.ns-

latcd, with Introduction,by R. II. M.
Elwea. 2 vols. Sr. each.

' STANLEY'S Classlflod Sjmopab
of the Principal Painters of tho

I

Dutch and Flemish Schools,

by George Stanley. 5/.

\ STAUNTON'S Chosa • Player's

Handbook. 5;.

STAUNTON'S Chess Praxis. .

Supplement to the Cbess-playei

Handbook. 5^.

Chess-player's Companion
Comprising a Treatise on Odd?
Collection of Match Games, an.

a Selection of Original Problem-

STOCKKARDT'S Experlmentf
Chemistry. Edited by C. W
Heaton, F.C.S. 55.

STOWE (XiIrs.H.B.) Uncle Tom's
Cabin. Illustrated. 3^. (id,

STRABO'S Geography. Trans
lated by W. Falconer, M.A
and II. C. Hamilton. 3 vols

5J-. each.

STRICKLAND'S (Agnes) Lives
of the Queens of England, from

the Norman Conquest. Revised

Edition. With 6 Portraits. 6 vols,

5;. each.

Life of Mary Queen of Soots

2 vols. ^s. each.

Lives of the Tudor and Stuart
Princesses. With Portraits. 5^

STUART and REVETT'S Anti-

quities of Athens, and other

Monuments of Greece. With 71

Plates engraved on Steel, and

numerous Woodcut Capitals. Sf.

SUETONIUS' Lives oftheTwelve
Cresars and Lives of the Gram-
marians. Thomson's translation,

revised by T. Forester. fJ-.

SWIFT'S Proso Works. Edited

by Temple Scott. With a Bio-

graphical Introduction by the Right

lion. W. E. II. Lccky, M.P.

With Porlraits and Facsimiles.

12 vols. 5 J. each.

I A Tale of a Tub, The Baltic

of the Books, and other
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Swift's Prose Works {(ontinued).

early works. Edited by
Temple Scott. With a

Bio£;raphical Introduction

by W. E. H. Lecky.
II.—TheJournalto Stella. Edited

by Frederick Ryland,M.A.
With 2 Portraits and Fac-
simile.

III.& IV.—Writings on Religion and
the Church.

V.

—

Historical and Political

Tracts (English).

VI.—The Drapier's Letters.
With facsimiles of Wood's
Coinage, Src.

VII.—Historical and Political

Tracts (Irish).

VIII.—Gulliver's Travels. Edited
by G. R. Dennis, B.A.
With Portrait and Maps.

IX.—Contributions to Periodicals.

X.—Historical Writings.
XI.—Literary Essays.

XII.—Full Index and Biblio-

grai.liy, with Essays on
the Portraits of Swift by
Sir Frederick F.nlkiner,

.and on the Relations be-

tween Swift and Stella

by the Veiy Rev. Dean
Bernard.

SWIFT'S Poems. Edited by W.
Ernst Browning, 2 vols. 3^. dd.

each.

TACITUS. The Works of. Liter-

ally translated. 2 vols. Sj. each.

TASSO'3 Jerusalem Delivered.
Translated into English Spenserian
Verse by J. II. WifTcn. With 8
Engravings on Steel and 24 Wood-
cuts by Thurston. Sr.

TAYLOR'S (Bishop Jeremy)
Holy Living and Dying. 3;. dd.

TEN BRINK.—i-« Brink.

TERENCE and PH.fl5DRUS.
Literally translated Ijyll.T. Riley,
M. A. To which is .iddcd, Smart's
Metrical Version of I'h.viirus. 5*.

THEOCRITUS, BION, MOS-
CHUS, and TyRT.EUS. Liter-

ally translated by the Rev. T.

Banks, M.A. To which are ap-

pended the Metrical Versions of
Chapman. 5.;,

THEODORET and EVAGRIUS.
Histories of the Church from a.d.

332 to A.D. 427 ; and from A.D.

431 to A.D. 544. Translated. 55.

THIERRY'S History of the
Conquest of England by the
Normans. Translated by Wil-
liam Hazhtt. 2 vols. 35. td. each.

THUCYDIDES. The Pelopon-
nesian War. Literally translated

by the Rev. H. Dale. 2 vols.

3^. dd. each.

An Analysis and Summsury
of. By J. T.Wheeler. 5^.

THUDICHU1.I (J. L. W.) A Trea
tise on Wines. Illustrated. 55.

URES (Dr. A.) Cotton Manufao-
.°

ture of Great Britain. Edited
*

by P. L. Simmonds, 2 vols. 51.

each.

Philosophy of Manufactures.
Edited by P. L. Simmonds. Is. 6d.

^

VASARI'S Lives of the most'
Eminent Painters, Sculptors, i

and Architects. Translated by*
Mrs. J. Foster, with a Commen- i

tary by J. P. Richter, Ph.D. 6
vols. 3x. 6</. each.

VIRGIL. A Literal Prose Trans-
lation by A. Hamilton Brj'ce, '.

LL.D. With Portrait, y. 6d.

VOLTAIRE'S Taloa. Translates
by K. B. Boswcll. Containing
Bcbouc, Meinuon, Candide, L'ln-
g^nu, and other Tales. 3X. 6d.

WALTON'S Complete Angler.
Edited by Edward Jesse. Will.

Portrait and 20J Engravings on
Wood and 26 Engravings on
Steel. S.f.
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WALTON'S Lives of Donne,
Hooker, &o. New Edition re-

vised by A. H. Bullen, with a

Memoir of Izaak Walton by Wm.
Dowling. With numerous Illus-

trations. 5^.

WELLINGTON, Life of. By ' An
Old Soldier.' From the materials

of Maxwell. With Index and i8

Steel Engravings. $s.

Victories of. See Maxwell.

WERNER'S Templars In
Cyprus. Translated by E. A.M.
Lewis. 3^. 6c{.

sTESTROPP (H. M.) A Hand-
book of ArchsBology, Egyptian,
Greek, Etruscan, Roman. Illus-

trated. 5^.

'.rHEATLEY'S A Rational Illus-

tration of the Book of Common
Prayer. 3J. 6d.

WHITE'S Natural History oi

Selbome. With Notes by Sir

William Jardine. Edited by Ed-
ward Jesse. With 40 Portraits

and coloured Plates. 5/.

WIESELER'S Chronological
Synopsis of the Four Gospels.

Translated by the Rev. Canon
Venables. 3^. 6d.

WILLIAM ofMALMESBURY'S
Chronicle of the Kings of Eng-
land. Translated by the Rev. J.

Sharpe. Edited by J. A. Giles,

D.C.L. y.

XENOPHON'S Works. Trans-

lated by the Rev. T. S. Watsor,
M.A., and the Rev." H. Dale. In

3 vols. 5^. each.

YOUNG (Arthur). Travels in

France during the years 1787,
1783, and 1789. Edited by
M. Betham Edwards. 3^. 6d.

Tour in Ireland, with

General Observations on the state

of the country during the years

1776 - 79. Edited by A. W.
Ilutton. With Complete Biblio-

graphy by J. P. Anderson, and
Map. 2 vols. y. 6J. each.

YULE-TIDE STORIES. A Col-

lection of .Scandinavian and Norih-

German Popular Tales and Tra-

ditions. Edited by B. Thorpe. 51.

BOHN'S LIBRARIES.

A SPECIAL OFFER.
MESSRS. IJELL have made arrangements to supply selections

of 100 or 50 volumes from these famous Libraries, for /^ii lis. or

£0 Cs. net respectively. The volumes may be selected without

any restriction from the full Libt of the Libraries, now numberinj;

nearly 750 volumes.

Wh'/TE FOh' rUf r. I'AKIICULAKS.



THE YORK LIBRARY
A NEW SERIES OF REPRINTS ON THIN PAPER.

With specially designed title-pages, binding, and end-papers,

Fcap. 8vo. in cloth, 2S. net ;

In leather, 3s. net.

•The Yotk Library is noticeable by reason of the wisdom and intelli-

pence displayed in the choice of unhackneyed classics. • • •
A most

aUractive serL of reprints The size and style of the volumes are

exactly what they should \x.'—Bookman.

The folloii'ing volumes are now ready :

CHARLOTTE BRONTE'S JANE EYRE.

BURNEY^S EVELINA. Edited, with an Introduction ai

Notes, by An.nie R.m.ne Ellis.

BURNEY'S CECILIA. Edited by Annie R.mne Ellis. 1 V5

BURTON'S ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY. Edited by,,

Rev \ R Shilleto, M.A., with Introduction by \. H. Bcllen. 3

BURTON'S (SIR RICHARD) PILGRIMAGE TO '

MADIN.AH AND MECCAH. With Introduction by STANLEY LAN.

Poole. 2 vols.

CALVERLEY. THE IDYLLS OF THEOCRITUS, with the

Edo<rues of Virgil. Translated into English Verse by C. b. Calverley.

Wiilfan Introduction by R. Y. Tyrrell, Litt.D.

CERV.\NTES' DON QUI.XOTE. Motteux's Translation, re-

vised.^ With LocKiiart's Life and Notes. 2 vols.

CLASSIC TALES: Johnson's Rassel.\s, Goldsmith's Vicar

OF W\KEHELD. STERNE'S SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY, \\ ALPOLK

-

Castle of Otranto. With Introduction by C. S. Fearenside, M.A.

COLERIDGE'S AIDS TO REFLECTION, and the Confession:

of an Inquiring Spirit.

COLERIDGE'S FRIEND. A series of Essays on Morals

Politics, and Religion.

COLERIDGE'S TABLE TALK AND OMNIANA. Arrange<

and Edited by T. Ashe, B.A.

COLERIDGE'S LECTURES AND NOTES ON SHAKE
SI'E\RE. and other EnRJish Poets. Edilod by F. AsiiB, B.A.

DRAPER'S HISTORY OF THE INTELLECTUAL L
VELOPMEM" OF EUROPE. 2 vols.

EBERS' AN EGYPTIAN PRINCESS. Translated by E. .

nL-f:nnEiM.

GEORGE ELIOT'S ADAM BEDE.
EMERSON'S WORKS. A new edition in 5 volumes, with tl

Text edited and collated by (IeoRUE SampsuN.

FIELDING'S TOM JONES (2 vols.), AMELIA (t vol.), JOSEP
ANDREWS (I vol.).



The York Library—con/muc-d.
GASKELL'S SYLVIA'S LOVERS.
GESTA ROMANORUM, or Entertaining Moral Stories in-

vented by the Monks. Trnnslated from the Latin by the Rev. CHARLES
Swan. Revised edition, by Wynnard Hooper, M.A.

GOETHES FAUST. Translated by Anna Swanwick, LL.D.
Revised edition, with an Introduction and Bibliography by Karl Breul,
Litt.D., Ph.D.

GOETHE'S POETRY AND TRUTH FROM MY OWN LIFE.
Translated by M. Steele-Smith, with Introduction and Bibliography by
Karl Breul, Litt.D.

HAWTHORNE'S TRANSFORMATION (The Marble Faun).

HOOPER'S WATERLOO : THE DOWNFALL OF THE
FIRST XAPOLEOX. With Maps and Plans.

'\^ VING'S SKETCH BOOK.
ING'S BRACEBRIDGE HALL, OR THE HUMOURISTS.

^^ESON'S SHAKESPEARE'S HEROINES.
*? yc, ^'S ESSAYS. Including the Essays of Elia, Last Essays
^°^ -lia, and Eliana.

trj^^vUS AURELIUS ANTONINUS, THE THOUGHTS
'"^

^ Translated by GEORGE LONG, M.A. With an Essay on Marcus

./7H"! f^ -lius by Matthew Arnold.

•cARRYAT'S MR. MIDSHIPMAN EASY. With S Illustra-

trations. i vol. PETER SIMPLE. With 8 Illustrations, i vol.

MIGNET'S HISTORY OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION,
from 1789 to 1S14.

MONTAIGNE'S ESSAYS. Cotton's translation. Revised by
W. C. Hazmtt. 3 vols.

MOTLEY'S RISE OF THE DUTCH REPUBLIC. With a
Biographical Introduction by MONCURE D. Conway. 3 vo'.s.

PASCAL'S THOUGHTS. Translated from the Text of M.
Auguste Molinier by C. Kegan Paul. Third edition.

:'LUTARCH'S LIVES. Translated, with Notes and a Life by
Aubrey Stewart, M.A., and George Long, M.A. 4 vols.

!IANKE'S HISTORY OF THE POPE.S, during the Last Four
Centuries. Mrs. Foster's translation. Revised by G. R. Den.sis. 3 vols.

;WIFT'S GULLIVER'S TRAVELS. Edited, with Introduction
rid Notes, by G. R. DENNIS, with facsimiles of the original illustrations

. iFT'S JOURNAL TO STELLA. Edited, with Introducti.
and Notes, by F. RvLAND, M.A.

iOLLOPE'S BARSETSHIRE NOVELS.—THE WARDEN
r, (i vol.), FJARClIliUSTER TOWERS (i vol.). DR. THORNE (i vol.),

FRAMLEY I'AR.SON'.UiE (i vol.). SMALL HOUSE .-^T ALLING-
TON (a vols.), LA.sr CHRONICLl-: OF BARSET (a vols.).

.OLTAIRE'S ZADIG AND OTHER TALES. Translated by
R. Hruck Roswell.

RTHUR YOUNG'S TRAVELS IN FRANCE, durinc Ihe
years 1787, 1788, and 1789. Edited with Introduction and Notes, oy M.
DeTilAM EDWARD.S.



MASTERS
OF

LITERATURE
Crown Zvo. li'ith portt-aii, 2^s. 6d. nei each.

This Series represents an attempt to include in a portable form

the finest passages of our prose masters, with some apparatus

for the intensive study of what is, by the consent of the specialists,

the particular author's very best. The selection of passages has

been entrusted to the best contemporary guides, who are also

critics of the first rank, and have the necessary power of popular

exposition. The editors have also been asked to adjust the"-

introductions to the selection, and to write the connecting links

which form a special feature of the series. These connections

bring the excerpts together in one focus, and exhibit at the same

time the uaity and development of the given writer's work.

First List of Volumes :

SCOTT. By Professor A. J. Gu.wt.

THACKERAY. By G. K. Chesterton.

FIELDING. By Professor Saintsburv.

CARLVLE. By A. W. Evans.

DEFOE. By John M.\sefield.

EMERSON. By G. H. Perris.

DE OnrrfCEV. By Sidney Low.

DlCKENS. By Thomas Six combe.

STERNE. By Dr. Sid.nev Lee.

A ddaUcd prospcitus witI be sent en application.



BELL'S HANDBOOKS
s^ OF

' THE GREAT MASTERS
IN PAINTING AND SCULPTURE.

Edited by G. C. WILLIAMSON, Litt.D.

NEW AND CHEAPER REISSUE.

Post 8vo. With 40 Illustrations and Photogravure Frontispiece. 3;. 6d. net each.

A
O The following Volumes have been issued :

, BOTTICELLI. By A. Streeter. 2nd Edition.

BRUNELLESCIII. By Leader Scott.

. CORREGGIO. By Selwyn Brinton, M.A. 2nd Edition.
'^^ CARLO CRIVELLI. By G. McNeil Rushforth, M.A. 2nd Edition.

r,- DELLA ROBBIA. By the Marchesa Burlamacchi. 2nd Edition.

G ANDREA DEL SARTO. By H. Guinness. 2nd Edition,

tr; DONATELLO. By Hope Rea. 2nd Edition.

fRANCIA. By George C. Williamson, Litt.D.

? ' *^'DENZI0 FERRARL By Ethel Halsey.

irn-RAI^D DOU. By Dr. W. Martin. Translated by Clara Bell.

[J(^;;I0RGI0NE. By Herbebt Cook, M.A. 2nd Edition.

fGIOTTO. By F. Mason Perkins. 2nd Edition.

[O FRANS HALS. By Gerald S. Davies, M.A.

'LEONARDO DA VINCI. By Edward McCurdy, M.A. 2nd Edition.

[O'LUINI. By George C. Williamson, Litt.D. 3rd Edition.

•MANTEGNA. By Maud Cruttwkll. 2nd Edition.

ASMEMLINC. By W. II. James Wkale. 2nd Edition.

^IICHEL ANGELO. By Lord Ronald Sutherland Gower, MA.,
LU' F.S.A. 2nd Edition.
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